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SEVEN TEARS 



THE TROUBLES OF A QUIET MAJf . 

CHAPTER I. 

It is generally supposed that a quiet temper 
is conducive of a quiet life. But this is a 
great mistake, originating in that love of com- 
mon place which seems injiefe«t to human 
nature. No man could be quieter than 
Th^ophile Durand ; few men, according to his 
own aceount, and he was strictly veracious, 
have passed through such tribulation as fell to 
his lot. 

When they began no one knows. He has 
forgotten it himself, and when they will end it 
is impossible to divine. Out of this remarkable 
series we will make a few extracts, showing by 
what unmerited causes a quiet man became 
involved in trouble. 

VOL. IIL 1 
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Th^phile Durand was an employ^, and 
the employe, or individual employed in any 
of the government offices, forms in France, 
or rather in Paris, part of a class distinct 
in itself, and diflFerent from anything of 
the same kind here. Every one in Paris 
knows the employ^, his fedings, habits, 
and external signs. There is something 
stereotyped and utterly immistakeable about 
the man. Method in matters of feeling, and 
sobriety of demeanour, are his two grand 
characteristics throughout life. 

To this peaceable and timid class belonged 
Th^phile Durand, the gentlest of gentle 
employ^. Never did the innocent passion of 
caligraphy bum with purer flame than in his 
harmless bosom. To transcribe in fair and 
legible characters whatever his chef set before 
him, was the glory and triumph of Th^ophile. 
Twenty years of his life were devoted to this 
important occupation ; from nine in the morn- 
ing until five in the afternoon he assiduously 
bent over the official desk, and longed for no 
wider horizon than that of the dull court-yard 
of the government office. He was not pro- 
moted in rank, nor did he receive any increase 
of emolument, but he was not an ambitious 
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man ; his wants were few, and none ^ver 
heard him complain, for in his office as yet 
trouble had not overtaken him. 

This happy existence was at length dis- 
turbed by the introduction of a new desk and 
stool in the quiet bureau, where for years 
no stranger had appeared. The owner of 
these portentous signs added to Monsieur 
Th^ophile Durand's sense of dismay by his 
unofficial appearance ; he was a very young 
man, with something resembling a moustache 
struggling into existence above his upper lip. 
He had a thin, sallow, and melancholy, not to 
say morose-looking, face, and a slender droop- 
ing figure. All that Monsieur Th^ophile 
could ascertain of him was, that he rejoiced 
in the name of Auguste Tondu, and entered 
the office as surnmn^raire ; that is to say that 
he belonged to the class of unpaid employes, 
condemned to wait for their salary until death 
or promotion shall make some place vacant in 
the ranks of th^ir companions. 

The desk of the sumum^raire faced that of 
^h^phile, to stare at whom seemed from the 
very first day his chief task and occupation. 
He did, indeed, occasionally vary it by sucking 
and nibbling every pen that came in his way, 
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or by making little balls of the official paper, 
which he entertained himself by masticating, 
and, to all appearance, by swallowing ; but 
beyond this he did nothing. 

The presence of this idle and enigmatical 
individual, whom he vainlv endeavoured to 
draw into occasional discourse, awed and 
annoyed Th^phile Durand. If ever he look- 
ed up from his desk it was to see Auguste 
Tondu sucking a pen and looking at him 
intently. This happened so often, that at 
length Th^phile resolved to look up no more ; 
but this only rendered matters worse, as he 
had a ceaseless consciousness that the sur- 
num^raire's eye never left him ; a fact of 
which he became firmly convinced, when once 
raising his eyes by chance, he met the same 
dull and apparently eternal glance fastened on 
him still. From that moment Th^ophile re- 
signed himself to the decrees of fate. He felt 
a trouble at hand. 

Six months had passed away. Time had 
tended to weaken those first unpleasant im- 
pressions, and Th^ophile had grown accustom- 
ed to the presence of Auguste Tondu. One 
afternoon, as the clock struck five, he rose as 
uraal from his stool, wiped his pen, put away 
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his papers, slowly pulled off the black glazed 
calico sleeves destined to protect the cloth of 
his coat, and was stretching out his hand to- 
wards his hat, when a sepulchral voice said : 

" Monsieur Durand, will you be good 
enough to tell me how long this is to last ? " 

It was Auguste Tondu, the only employ^ 
besides Monsieur Durand remaining in the 
office, who had spoken. Th^ophile remained 
mute. He was in too great a state of surprise 
at the unexpected query to think of answering 
it. 

" Sir," disdainfully resumed the young man, 
" I perceive you are dull of apprehension. 
My meaning is this. I have been deluded into 
the acceptance of this place of surnumeraire 
under the impression that you would speedily 
die or get promoted ; but, sir, you are doing 
neither one thing nor the other. I have waited 
six months : my patience is exhausted, and I 
want to know how long this is going to 
last?" 

" Sir," rather agitatedly replied Theophile, 
'* you wish to know more than I can tell. If 
my chef is willing to promote me I am quite 
willing to be promoted, that is all I can 
say." 
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"And you know nothing about the other 
thing?" 

" No, sir, I do not." 

"Upon your word, sir?" continued Au- 
guste, with a suspicious look, that impKed he 
thought Monsieur Th^ophile better informed 
on this subject than he chose to confess. 

" Upon my word, sir, I know nothing about 
it ; and I may add, sir, that I am not at all 
inquisitive ; I really have no wish to know." 

" Well, sir," resumed Auguste, with an 
oblique look, "you are on your guard; you 
know that you stand in my way — enough." 

Monsieur Th^ophile uneasily inquired into 
the exact nature of his meaning, but the only 
reply he received was the enigmatic "enough," 
sententiously repeated. He was going to 
retire in a most anxious foreboding state of 
mind, when Auguste exclaimed with some- 
thing like pathos : 

" Sir, listen to me, I beseech you. I must 
unburthen my mind to some one. I hare 
conceived a particular affection for you. 
Again I say, hear me ! " 

Why did the tender-hearted Th^ophile listen 
to this insidious prayer? but there was the 
mischief : he must needs be kind and obhging. 
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Auguste continued : 

" You behold in me the victim of circum- 
stances; a wretched, yes, sir, a thoroughly 
wretched man/' 

He did look very desperate as he pursued : 
"Life is dull, sir, dreadfully dull. I want 
excitement, genuine excitement. It is a want 
of my nature ; but I cannot get it, and no one 
will help me to it. Will you ? " 

" Sir, be pleased to particularize," gravely 
replied Th^ophile, " and I shall see what I can 
do." 

"Sir, you can do nothing; I have been 
placed here by a perfidious uncle of mine, who 
declared you were going to die or be pro^ 
moted. Accordingly I find this place narrow. 
Indeed the whole world is narrow. I have 
sought, I may say that I have hunted, for the 
ideal, and never found it. Life is prose, sir, 
from the beginning to the end of the 
chapter." 

Monsieur Th^ophile smiled : he began to 
understand his companion. 

" You want excitement," he said, still smil- 
ing ; " get married, my friend, get mar- 
ried." 

Monsieur Tondu seemed to think the 
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remedy a desperate one indeed, for he growled 
something or other, and looked suspicious. 

" Why did you not marry ? " he asked. 

"Because I do not like excitement," was 
the composed reply. 

" Are you sent by my uncle ? " asked 
Tondu, still suspicious. 

Monsieur Durand replied that he had not 
the honour of knowing Monsieur Tondu's 
uncle. 

" Well, I do not object to marriage by way 
of change," said Monsieur Tondu ; " indeed I 
feel that to be loved by a lovely woman would 
calm me down. I have a handsome fortune 
of my own, which my uncle cannot keep from 
me, and I do not care about a dot. No, a 
beautiful, adoring creature, young and accom- 
plished, is all I want." 

"How would you Uke her to be?" asked 
Monsieur Durand, " dark or fair ? " 

" Fair, fair ! " exclaimed Monsieur Tondu, 
with a vivacity that scouted the mere idea of 
raven locks. " Fair, but by no means red ! " 

" Blue eyes ? " suggested Th^ophile. 

" Ah ! heavenly blue ! " ejaculated Auguste, 
" celestial colour ! " 

" A fair complexion ? " 
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" Lilies and roses ! " 

" A sweet temper ? " 

** A sweet temper ! " repeated Auguste, 
" Monsieur Durand, when shall I see her ? " 

" Softly, softly," said Monsieur Durand, 
nodding, ''I must speak to her mother first, 
and to her." 

" Tell her I adore her already," enthusias- 
tically exclaimed the young man ; " tell her — " 

" Softly, softly, you are not of age. May I 
know if you are free to marry as you choose ? " 

" I have ten thousand francs a year, and I 
shall be twenty-five next month," composedly 
repHed Monsieur Tondu ; " only let me see 
this angel — what is her name ? " 

" Virginie." 

" Only let me see Virginie then, and every- 
thing is well." 

" You cannot see Virginie before a week," 
replied Monsieur Durand ; " in the mean while 
I trust you will be silent." 

** As the grave," was the solemn reply, and 
on that understanding they parted. 

" He looks rather young for Virginie," 
thought Monsieur Durand, as he walked home, 
"but ten thousand francs a year will make 
him seem lovely. It is plain, too, that he will 
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make my cousin happy, but prudende^ com- 
mon prudence, requires that I should make a 
few inquiries before we proceed in this 
matter." 

Monsieur Durand loved plain dealing in all 
things. Nothing plainer and more straight- 
forward now occurred to him than to step 
round to M. Tondu, senior, and sound him 
concerning the worldly prospects of his 
imaginative nephew. 

Monsieur Tondu the elder was a very old 
gentleman, who lived in an old house, and 
whom Monsieur Durand found sneezing and 
coughing by the fire-side. He wore a green 
shade to protect his eyes, and sat with his 
hands on his knees. From beneath his shade 
he peered at Monsieur Durand, and feebly in- 
quired into his errand. 

"I am come," began Monsieur Durand^ 
with a mysterious air. 

" Sir," interrupted the old gentleman, with 
a cautious forefinger, "sir, take care. I can 
stand no emotion, no agitation." 

"I trust neither to move nor to agitate 
you," replied Monsieur Durand. "I am 



come — " 
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Does it relate to money ? " interrupted the 
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old gentleman ; "I warn you that I neither 
give nor lend." 

" I never ask or borrow," replied Th^ophile, 
with great dignity; "please to hear me." 

This seemed no easy matter to obtain ; for 
first of all the old gentleman felt sure that 
there was a draught, then that the chimney 
smoked, and it was only when Th^ophile was 
rising in despair, that the old gentleman said 
pettishly : " Really, sir, this is very strange. 
I think you have been here quite long enough 
to let me know your errand." 

" Sir," began Th^ophile, sitting down, and 
peering mysteriously into the old gentleman's 
face, **you have a nephew." 

Here a very red-haired lady of some thirty 
odd years, whom Monsieur Durand had not 
noticed before, looked from the window where 
she sat working, and said in rather a mascu- 
Hne voice : 

" Well, sir, what if my father has a nephew ? 
are you too come to abuse the poor boy ? " 

"Oh, her! not a very good character, I 
fear ! " thought Monsieur Durand, " I did 
well to come." But, though he inwardly con- 
gratulated himself on his shrewdness, he de- 
clared aloud that he came not to breed family 
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strife, or report evil of the youthful 
Tondu. 

" I only came," he added blandly, " to in- 
quire into a few particulars, such as his age, 
and the precise epoch when he is to begin and 
enjoy those ten thousand francs a year." 

" Sir, you are very indiscreet," said the red- 
haired lady, rising as if to leave the room; 
" my cousin's age and income are no business 
of yours." 

" Sir," said the old gentleman, raising a 
shaking forefinger, " if that boy has signed bills 
they are so much waste paper : his debts I 
will never pay, and he is only a child of nine- 
teen according to law." 

" Nineteen ! " exclaimed Monsieur Durand, 
" he told me he was twenty-five, and that he 
was coming in to ten thousand francs a year 
next month." 

" Outrageous, indelicate ! " exclaimed the 
red-haired lady, who darted angry looks at 
her father. " You ought not to be answered, 
sir." But not heeding her, the old gentle- 
man pursued : 

" He is nineteen, sir ; a lazy, good-for- 
nothing boy, whom I keep out of charity, 
who has not a sou of his own. If he 
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owes you money, sir, you may bid adieu 
to it : you will never get it." 

'*He owes me nothing," impatiently re- 
plied Monsieur Durand; "I only want to 
know when he comes in to those ten 
thousand francs a year." 

"And I insist on knowing your motive 
for making that extraordinary inquiry," said 
the lady, with something like majesty. 

"Yes," said the old gentleman, "we want 
to know." 

Looking as dignified as either of them 
Thfeophile began : 

" Monsieur Auguste Tondu, having ex- 
pressed to me the want of excitement under 
which he labours, I advised him to marry." 

" Very good advice," said the lady. 

"He assured me he did not care for 
money : he only wanted beauty and 
love." 

The lady nodded. 

" I accordingly proposed my cousin Virginie 
Martin." 

" Go on, sir," said the lady. 

"A beautiful girl, with whom he fell in 
love on my description." 

" Go on." 
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" For she is fair, not red, and very 
charming." 

** Go on, sir." 

" I am going on," said Th^ophile, a little 
impatient at this needless spurring, " they 
are to meet in a week; to meet will be 
to love, but Virginie has no money, and I 
wish to know the truth of Monsieur Tondu's 
assertion: is he to enter next month on ten 
thousand francs a year ? " 

" Go on," grimly said the lady. 

" I will not," indignantly replied Thfophile ; 
" I have said all I had to say." 

'* Sir, I warned you not to agitate me," 
exclaimed the old gentleman, and throwing 
himself back in his chair, he fell into a fit. 
The lady screamed, and instead of rushing 
to her father went into violait hysterics. 

All presence of mind forsook Monsieur 
Durand. Instead of assisting his victims, he 
flew to the door, flew down the staircase, 
and flew along the street, to the confusion 
and amazement of all quiet passengers. 

We will not describe Monsieur Durand's 
state of mind. He felt, he knew that he 
had committed some dreadful mistake, he 
dreaded meeting the deceitful Tondu, who 
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had led him into all this trouble, and yet 
meet him he must. Carefully, when that 
individual entered, did he glance up from 
his desk, anxiously did he endeavour to 
read in his face the story of the preceding 
day's adventure. 

Auguste Tondu's face was black as night, 
but as he gave him, Th^ophile, no parti- 
cular share of attention, our friend con- 
cluded that, so far as he was concerned, all 
was right. 

He was congratulating himself on his 
escape, and preparing to depart as four 
struck, when, with upraised hand. Monsieur 
Tondu said : " Stop ! " 

" Stop ! " he repeated, " 1 have something 
to say to you." 

" Tell it to me as we go along," sug- 
gested Monsieur Durand, managing to reach 
the door. 

"Right, I shall go home with you," re- 
plied Auguste Tondu, taking his arm. 

There was no help for it, so Monsieiu* 
Purand submitted. As they walked together, 
Monsieur Tondu said significantly : 

" Have you ever had an enemy ? No. 
Well I was scarcely born when my 



16 SEVEN YEARS. 

enemy began. He is my own cousin, much 
older than myself, and a monster. We had 
not heard of him for a long time, but yes- 
terday he appeared again — but first let me 
explain a few matters. I have been reared 
by a benevolent uncle, whom I revere, and 
I am to marry his daughter, a beautiful 
young creature, whom I doat on, and who 
has ten thousand francs a year of her own 
— ^you understand ? " 

" Quite," replied Th^ophile Durand, "your 
cousin is the lady I saw yesterday, and 
who — " 

" You never saw her," interrupted Mon- 
sieur Tondu, with some sternness, " neither 
say nor think so. Do not speak : let me 
go on. Well, sir, my cousin, after being a 
long time invisible, appeared again yester- 
day. To my revered uncle he painted me 
in the most odious colours: as a spendthrift, 
in short, as a wretch : to my adored cousin, he 
spoke of me as a faithless lover, speculating 
on her fortune to marry another woman. 
In short, sir, the monster did not leave 
the house until my uncle was in a fit and 
my cousin in hysterics. On returning home 
I foimd them in that pitiable condition. 
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Well, sir, what do you think of having an 
enemy ? " 

Monsieur Durand was a quiet man. " Sir," 
he said dubiously, " how do you know it 
was your cousin worked all this mischief? " 

With the utmost composure Auguste 
Tondu replied : 

"He took an assumed name, something 
like Bertrand le Grand, but my cousin, who 
has wonderful perspicacity, recognised him 
from the first. We have given a descrip- 
tion of him to the Commissaire de Police, 
and he informed us this morning that he 
is on the track." 

"Sir," said Monsieur Durand, with great 
dignity, "I scorn the falsehood. I will not 
betray you, but I scorn the falsehood." 

A fierce and malignant look was Auguste 
Tondu s reply. "You wish for war," he 
said ominously. " Well, then, war you shall 
have." 

Here Th&phile's heart failed him. He 
remembered the manifold opportunities his 
enemy would possess of annoying him. He 
already felt pins in his stool, and saw blotches 
of ink on his fair- written sheets. His proud 
spirit gave in. 
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" Well, sir/' he said desperately, " I yield, 
yes, sir. Your male cousin is a wretch, and 
your female cousin an angel." 

"Whom you have never seen," suggested 
Auguste. 

" Never," said Th^ophile, who soothed his 
conscience with the gentle equivocation that 
the red-haired lady who said " go on " was not 
at all like an angel. 

Thus ended this trouble ! with peace, it is 
true, but with peace bought on such 
ignominious terms, that they rankled in 
Th^ophile's mind. He could not endure 
the sight of Auguste Tondu ; he could not 
meet with patience that deceiver's impu- 
dent look ; in short, he could have no peace 
of mind until, on his own request, he was 
transferred to another room. Here he 
breathed freely and felt happy, until he 
made some bitter discoveries, not the least 
irritating of which was, that his new stool 
was in a constant and refreshing draught. 
The other annoyances he had to bear, such 
as the employe's conspiring not to let him 
see the newspaper, or uniting in an amiable 
plot to exclude from him the heat of the stove 
in winter, he thought little of: they were 
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the result of that trouble to which, from the 
name of its originator, he gave the name 
of Tondu. " My Tondu trouble " he called 
it in that private autography which, like 
every human being, he daily wrote for his 
own perusal, on the broad sheets of memory. 
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CHAPTER II. 

The second trouble of the quiet man, second 
on our list, hundredth on his, was even more 
formidable than that which we have related, 
and ought to be a warning to all quiet, prudent 
persons. 

Monsieur Durand had a cousin, a widowed 
lady, named Madame Martin, who had a 
daughter named Virginie, whom Monsieur 
Durand was extremely anxious to see fairly 
married ; perhaps because her mother di'opped 
such strange pertinacious hints, that he ^could 
not possibly misunderstand their meaning : she 
wanted him to marry Virginie. Now though 
Virginie was amiable, good, and pretty. Mon- 
sieur Durand loved celibacy too tenderly to 
think of relinquishing her company for that 
of mortal woman, and he hunted out 
husbands with a praiseworthy pertinacity, that 
endeared him to the mother, and made him 
thoroughly odious to the daughter. 

His cousin, Madame Martin, a thin and 



SEVEN YEARS. 21 

sharp little woman, resided in one of the quiet 
Paris streets, one of those streets where the 
houses have shady gardens, full of lilacs and 
laburnums ; streets daily becoming more 
scarce. Opposite her resided, in one of those 
embowered houses, her friend Madame Le- 
grand, a comfortable woman in every sense of 
the word, who now and then had a superfluous 
floor to let. 

Neither in person nor in circumstances were 
the two friends alike ; but they had one point 
of resemblance, they were both "women of 
the world." At least they said so, to each 
other especially. 

If Madame Legrand gave a cosy little dinner 
to a quiet little circle of friends, and if instead 
of asking Madame Martin and her pretty 
daughter Virginie, she asked the two cross, 
but rich, old maids opposite, she was the first 
to tell her friend of it, with the following 
engaging frankness : 

" You see, my dear Madame Martin, I would 
much sooner have had you and that dear little 
Virginie, but what can one do ? those two old 
creatures are always loading me with preserves ; 
it was only last week they sent me a bottle of 
noyau, and another of ratafia ; and then, my 
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dear Madame Martin, though 1 do not care 
one pin about them, yet I am an old woman 
of the world — that's the truth of it/' 

Far from being or showing herself offended, 
Madame Martin admired her friend, and 
approved her warmly. " Quite right," she 
replied with emphatic nod and tone, "quite 
right ; that, and no other, was the way to get 
on through life. She was an old woman of 
the world herself, and would have done just 
the same. Invite her and Virginie ! why so ? 
WTiat was there to gain by them she should 
like to know? No, no, ask the donors of 
preserves, noyau, and ratafia by all means." 

Thanks to this philosophic indulgence, the 
two ladies went on wonderfully well. It is 
true that occasionally — not more than five or 
six times a year — Madame Martin would lay 
various little plots and schemes, rather tending 
to injure the comforts or interests of Madame 
Legrand ; to deprive her of a good dinner, or 
prevent her furnished apartment from being 
let, but even when the said plots and schemes 
were brought home to her in the most evident 
manner, she scorned to look disconcerted. 

" She was an old woman of the world," she 
said, triumphantly . This explained everything. 
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These two excellent friends had, however, 
set their heart on a common object: the 
marriage of Virginie Martin with some indi- 
vidual, no matter who, rich and high enough 
to become the husband of a pretty and charming 
girl. That Madame Martin, who had only a 
very slender annuity, should wish to get her 
daughter advantageously married was natural 
enough, but that an old experienced woman of 
the world, like Madame Legrand, should trouble 
herself about the marriage of any girl, however 
charming, might seem strange, but for the 
following reasons. 

Madame Legrand was something of an 
epicure, and she liked a wedding dinner; then 
she also liked a handsome present, and every 
one knows, or ought to know, that the persons 
who help to tie the knot of a French marriage 
invariably receive a cadeau proportionate to the 
value of the bargain; for a bargain it is in 
every sense of the word. 

But notwithstanding the zeal of the two 
ladies, Virginie remained unmarried. In 
vain had the unhappy girl been actually offered 
— for it was no less — to every marriageable man 
in the vicinity, for the last three years ; she 
was still Virginie Martin, and yet she was 
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pretty, and, as we already said, very charm- 
ing. 

Madame Martin was beginning to despair, 
and Madame Legrand had prophetically ex- 
claimed that she should never partake of 
Virginie's wedding dinner, when the former 
lady made an miexpected discovery, which 
resuscitated her dying hopes, and filled her 
maternal heart with joy. 

** Madame Legrand," said she, entering 
her friend's little parlour one afternoon, and 
addressing the other lady, who was taking 
her after-dinner repose near the open 
window, "Madame Legrand, we have been 
acquainted these twenty years ; we are 
both old women of the world, and so what 
is the use of finessing with one another? 
I might say I called here to see how you 
were after your bad cold, but I shall do 
no such thing; no, my good Madame Le- 
grand, I called to tell you I am coming 
to dine to-morrow with you; Virginie, of 
course, accompanies me. What do you 
think of that ? " She folded her arms, and 
drew herself up with a triumphant air. 
Madame Legrand coughed a reserved alarmed 
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cough, and held herself on the defen- 
sive. Her friend smiled and quietly con- 
tinued : 

" I have abeady ordered a leg of mutton, 
and seen about the poultry and the dessert. 
But it shall be a very plain meal — ex- 
tremely so. One must not overdo the thing, 
Madame Legrand." 

Madame Legrand took an evasive half- 
dignified air. She did not exactly under- 
stand her friend. She was very dull of 
apprehension sometimes. Might she know 
exactly what Madame Martin meant? Ma- 
dame Martin nodded; confessed the request 
was reasonable, drew her chair nearer to 
that of her friend, took a confidential at- 
titude, and whispered very significantly : 

" You see that gentleman walking in 
your little garden, do you not ? " 

" Yes, I see Monsieur Edouard Leffevre, 
my lodger." 

" Then you behold a most unhappy man. 
Look at him, is there not grief, yes, deep 
grief, written on that face ? " 

" Well, he does not look merry ; but what 
about it ? " 
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" Merry ! I should like to know how a 
man who has lost two hundred thousand 
francs a year could look merry ? " 

Madame Legrand opened her eyes. Her 
friend smiled with the consciousness of 
superior knowledge, and laconically inform- 
ed her that the simple unassuming man, 
who had been lodging with her for the 
last week, was no other than the rich 
Edouard Leffevre from Lyons; that unhappy 
merchant who had recently lost in railroads 
the heavy sum above mentioned. 

"I had it all from my cousin, Thdophile 
Durand," she added, " who had it all from M. 
Leffevre's aunt, and who took a fiacre to 
come and tell me that the unhappy man 
was here in your house endeavouring to 
calm his mind." 

" But what has all this to do with to- 
morrow's dinner?" asked Madame Legrand, 
without losing sight of the original ques- 
tion. 

" My dear friend, that unhappy man 
needs society ; it will cheer him." 

Madame Legrand looked sceptical. " Well, 
it really is no use to feign with an old 
woman of the world like you," said Ma- 
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dame Martin, with philosophic candour, " the 
fact is, I want him to see Virginie/' 

"But if he is bankrupt! A propos, I 
hope he will pay me ! " 

" Be quite easy," replied Madame Martin, 
with a sagacious smile, "it is quite ti-ue 
he has lost two himdred thousand francs 
income — but then he has thirty thousand 
francs a year left. His aunt said so." 

" I would not trust his aunt if I were 
you," said Madame Legrand, looking un- 
easy ; " indeed, now that I know this I 
mean to ask him to pay in advance; ay, 
and this evening too." 

Madame Martin was greatly alarmed; it 
required all her eloquence and tact to per- 
suade her friend that Monsieur Leftvre had 
really a handsome fortune left, but she at 
length succeeded ; and, a much easier task, 
she convinced her that it was highly pro- 
per to give him a dinner at her, Madame 
Martin's, expense, in order to cheer him 
in his solitude. 

" Virginie, do you mean to dress to- 
day ? " dryly said Madame Martin to her 
daughter on the afternoon of the following 
day. 
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The young girl did not answer. She sat 
near the table, her brow resting on her folded 
hands ; her whole attitude sad, listless, and 
drooping. 

" Come, make haste," urged her mother, 
" look at your dress ! how nice it is ! " 

The young girl slowly raised her glance. 
She was a pretty, elegant blonde, with soft 
blue eyes and delicate features ; but her look 
was troubled, and her face was pale. She 
gave a distressed look at the clear white 
musKn robe her mother displayed with evi- 
dent complacency, then resumed her old atti- 
tude, and wept bitterly. The poor girl knew 
that dress well, far too well. To her it was 
the symbol of degradation, mortification, and 
shame. Whenever a new star dawned on the 
matrimonial horizon, Virginie Martin had to 
put on the clear white muslin — nothing became 
her so well — and display to the best advantage 
whatever attractions nature had given her. 
Her whole soul revolted against this, but her 
mother was inflexible, and poor Virginie was 
gentle and pretty — she always yielded. On 
the present occasion she proved more than 
usually rebellious. 

'* I cannot and I will not," she passionately 
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cried, " Heaven help me ! is there nothing I 
can do ? let me be a milliner, a dressmaker, 
anything you Uke, but let me earn my bread, 
and not do such things." Broken sobs im- 
peded her utterance. 

" A milliner, a dressmaker ! " exclaimed 
Madame Martin, with sorrowful indignation, 
" and it is my daughter, Virginie Martin, who 
has such ideas, such sentiments ! For shame ! " 

" I am not ashamed of them," replied the 
young girl, looking up with flushed cheek and 
kindKng glance, " but I am ashamed whenever 
I put on that abominable dress." 

"An exquisite white muslin, emblem of 
virgin innocence, and youthful freshness, and 
transparency of feeling ; she calls it abomin- 
able ! " 

* vYes, abominable ! for whenever I have put 
it on it has been to see myself oflfered to some 
man or other. Good heavens ! the thought of 
it makes me feel hot! When will women 
c^ase to be so cheap ? " 

** When they have money," philosophically 
replied the old woman of the world ; ** I am 
really ashamed of your ignorance, Virginie ; 
my daughter not to know better ! As to your 
being * offered,' as you choose to call it, I do 
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not see how it can be helped, whilst men are 
what they are. Entre nous, my dear, men are 
regular Turks, and every man thinks himself 
a Sultan at the very least. They like to have 
women oflfered to them, and to pick and 
choose. My dear, let them ; we get the best 
of it in the end, and, as the old proverb says : 
those who laugh last laugh best. So put on 
your dress, and look as pretty as you can." 

A fresh burst of tears was the only reply 
this maternal exhortation received. 

** That is it ! " indignantly exclaimed Ma- 
dame Martin, " cry, redden your eyes, make 
yourself look pale, ill, and sulky, as you al- 
ways do on those occasions ; no wonder the 
men will not have so wan and lachrymose a 
creature ! Come, do you mean to put on that 
dress ? " 

Virginie shook her head. " She could not," 
she said, " she felt she could not." Madame 
Martin was too old a woman of the world not 
to know the value of a little pathos now and 
then. She therefore burst into tears, and 
lamented her fate in pathetic accents. " She 
had a daughter, and had reared her up for 
this ! She had done everjrthing to get her 
married, was it her fault if men were not will- 
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ing ? She had carried her maternal devotion 
to the point of laying out twenty francs — it 
would not come to less — for a dinner to be 
given by Madame Legrand, in order that Vir- 
ginie might meet Monsieur Leffevre, and now 
Virginie would not go, and her money was . 
thrown away, and she was a most unhappy 
mother ! " 

Virginie resisted a while longer, but at 
length this matter ended, as usual, by her 
putting on the white muslin, and agreeing 
to accompany her mother. 

On entering the little parlour of Madame 
Legrand, Madame Martin was struck with 
dismay to perceive two ladies, one young, and 
a very pretty brunette, already seated there. 
Madame Legrand apologetically whispered 
that her sister-in-law and niece having unex- 
pectedly called upon her, she could not, of 
course, do less than ask them to dinner, but 
then, of course, she would divide the expenses 
with her friend. 

Madame Martin was too old a woman of 
the world to believe a word of this. The 
sister-in-law and niece resided ten leagues 
away, they called twice a year on Madame 
Legrand ; never more ; they had evidentlv 
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been summoned post haste, lest such a prize 
should go out of the family. It was as clear 
as noonday. Even for an old woman of the 
world this was rather hard to bear, and then, to 
make matters worse, this perfidious Madame 
Legrand had made the young girls sit side by 
side. How could the pale inanimate Vir- 
ginie stand a comparison with the brilliant 
bloom and engaging vivacity of her rival? 
Madame Martin internally gave it up, and 
waited with the resignation of despair for the 
entrance of Mpnsieur Lef Jjvre. But Monsieur 
Leffevre did not come. " A sudden fit of in- 
disposition deprived him of the pleasure of 
dining with the ladies." 

Madame Legrand looked disconcerted ; her 
niece pouted ; Madame Martin triumphed, and 
Virginie looked enchanted and charming. 
Relieved from the dreadful apprehension of 
meeting the stranger, she became so gay and 
pretty, that Madame Martin sighed to think 
how very provoking it was in her never to 
look so at the proper times. She gave her a 
good lecture on the subject in the garden, 
whither they all repaired after dinner. Ma- 
dame Legrand, her sister-in-law, and niece, 
held a consultation apart, whilst Madame Mar- 
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tin and Virginie were unceremoniously left to 
their own society. 

"Virginie," pathetically said the maman, 
** do you wish to break my heart ? " 

" Is it my fault, maman, if Monsieur Lef^vre 
was ill?" 

** But if he had come, good gracious, if he 
had come ! Why, when the door opened 
once, you sank back on your seat white and 
trembling. For heaven's sake — I hope you 
feel better, sir," she suddenly added, in a soft, 
insinuating voice. 

Virginie looked up, and perceived a serious- 
looking man of thirty or so standing near 
them. He paused on being thus addressed, 
and though not without a keen look of sur- 
prise at the elder lady, he politely thanked her, 
and said that he felt much better indeed. He 
looked inclined to walk on, but Madame Mar- 
tin was not going to let him escape thus ; she 
gently compelled Virginie to resume the place 
by her side which the young girl had shrink- 
ingly left. The path was narrow. Monsieur 
Leffevre could not attempt to move on without 
evident rudeness ; he did not seek to do so, 
but whilst Madame Martin assailed him with 
a torrent of fluent speech, he looked at her 
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daughter with much attention. Evening was 
closing in, but they stood face to face within a 
few paces of each other : he could see her well. 
Virginie was not pale now ; she was crimson ; 
indeed her agitation was so evident, that it was 
that, much more than her beauty, which attract- 
ed the gentleman's attention. He asked him- 
self with some wonder what there was in his 
presence to produce such emotion, aad if all 
Parisian girls were so. He was not left long 
in doubt, for Madame Martin having imprudent- 
ly raised her voice, the sound reached the ears 
of Madame Legrand, who rushed panting to 
the rescue with her blooming, smiling niece- 
Monsieur Leftvre looked annoyed, but he was 
now fairly surrounded ; there was no help for 
it. He submitted with tolerable composure; 
walked up and down the garden with the 
ladies, and probably begun to understand some- 
thing of what was going on, for, as he saw 
Madame Legrand bring forward her niece on 
every occasion, and Madame Martin perti- 
naciously offer poor Virginie to his notice, a 
scarcely perceptible, though sarcastic, smile 
appeared once or twice on his pale firm lips. 

** I think we had better go in," at length 
kindly said Madame Legrand, who perceived 
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with some alarm that her guest looked rather 
more at the pale Virginie than at her briUiant 
niece, "that dear Virginie is so delicate that 
the night air might aflfect her; indeed she 
looks very pale as it is ! " 

Madame Martin indigliantly begged to in- 
form her friend that the health of Virginie 
was excellent. Virginie had never been ill 
since she had the measles. 

" Which must have been a good while ago/' 
charitably said Madame Legrand. 

Madame Martin scorned to answer the 
calumny. It refuted itself, or rather Virginie's 
youthful face refuted it completely. 

They went in; Madame Legrand asked 
her niece to sing, and Mademoiselle unhesitat- 
ingly attacked a magnificent solo, in which 
she introduced a few superfluous ornaments, 
that did very well indeed. 

"I believe Mademoiselle Martin does not 
sing ? " kindly said Madame Legrand. 

" Yes she does," shortly repUed her indig- 
nant mother. 

Virginie gave her a look of terror. She never 
had sung in company in her life, and knew 
nothing of music. But her mother was roused 
and pitiless. She led her to the piano, and stood 
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by her side to encourage her, and, if needs 
were, to enforce obedience. Virginie made an 
attempt, but her voice broke down almost im- 
mediately. " There, you have finished it now," 
savagely whispered her mother, hurrying her 
out of the room amidst the ill-repressed titter 
of the Legrands. 

It certainly did not appear that M. Th^o- 
phile Durand had any particular share in the 
disasters of this day, save as the originator of 
the campaign which ended in such signal de- 
feat. But this proved enough, and more than 
enough, for mother and daughter. Virginie 
scarcely reached home when she threw herself 
into a chair, burst into tears, and exclaimed : 
" I detest Monsieur Durand." 

"A mean, spiritless fellow to allow his 
female relatives to be insulted in that way ! " 
cried Madame Martin in an excited tone ; 
" but he shall see, he shall see ! " She resumed 
her bonnet and shawl, which she had put away, 
and left the room without any other word. 

Monsieur Th^ophile Durand was in his first 
nap, when he was roused by a violent ringing 
and knocking at his room door ; for his apart- 
ment consisted of one chamber and a closet. 
He sat up in bed and listened, slyly feigning 
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deafness. The ringing was violently repeated, 
and accompanied by something so like the tick 
of a shoe, that Monsieur Durand wrathfully 
cried out : 

" Who is there ? " 

" Open, sir ! " indignantly exclaimed the 
shrill voice of Madame Martin. 

Monsieur Durand chuckled with glee, to 
think that he had so good an excuse not to 
admit his cousin. 

" My dear relative," he sweetly replied, " I 
should be charmed, delighted, to let you in, 
but my night-cap is on. I need say no more 
to a lady of your quick and delicate percep- 
tions.'* 

** Your nightrcap, sir ! how dare you talk of 
your night-cap to me? What have I to do 
with it ? " 

" Nothing, thank heaven ! " said Monsieur 
Durand, in a low tone. 

" Well, sir," resumed Madame Martin's 
voice, " I shall go, as you do not choose to let 
me in. Indeed, I have only this much to say. 
Having been so ill advised as to act on the 
information you gave us, my daughter Virginie 
and I have been drawn in to expense, and have 
received insults, from which you, sir, will not 
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have the spirit to avenge us. Good night, 



5> 

Sir. 



Her voice was heard no more, and Monsieur 
Durand fell in a troubled sleep, from which 
he awoke three times in a cold perspiration, 
having dreamed each time that Madame Martin, 
after forcing her way into his apartment, in- 
sisted no longer on his marrying Virginie, 
but on his marrying heVy as a slight atone- 
ment for the many wrongs he had inflicted on 
her feelings and her pocket. 

Monsieur Th^ophile would have been 
calmer in his mind if he had known the unex- 
pected turn affairs had taken. 

The feuds of Madame Legrand and Madame 
Martin never lasted. War is unprofitable, and 
these two old women of the world knew the 
value and the blessings of peace. 

Madame Legrand quickly found out that 
her niece would not do, and veered back to 
Virginie, as a matter of course. Indeed, with 
such zeal did she enter into the plans she had 
done her best to frustrate, that she asked Vir- 
ginie to spend a week with her. The young 
girl made some resistance, but it was not quite 
so strong as might have been expected from 
her previous reluctance to put on the white 
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muslin. A worcf of authority from Madame 
Martin reduced her to obedience. 

For two days Madame Martin, who was sup» 
posed to be in the country, kept herself locked 
up. Early on the morning of the third day 
she slipped over to Madame Legi'and's, and 
was admitted to a mysterious interview in that 
lady's bedroom. 

" And how are matters going on ? " asked 
Madame Martin. 

" Well, well," calmly replied Madame Le- 
grand. " Monsieur Leffevre is enamoured, I 
saw that from the first." 

" And how does Virginie behave ? " asked 
Madame Martin, "like a fool? " 

" Not exactly. She does not give Monsieur 
Leffevre many opportunities of meeting her: 
but I rather fancy that her timidity and 
bashfulness are advantageous. He abeady 
lends her books." 

"That's good," approvingly said Madame 
Martin. 

"Excellent. And now, my dear friend, 
if it is to be a match, I may as well tell you 
what I should like. I am moderate by nature. 
A dozen of silver forks and spoons wiU do." 

" My dear Madame Legrand," replied Ma- 
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dame Martin, with a placid nod, " nothing can 
repay a friendship like yours. If Virginie 
becomes Madame Leffevre, she owes it to 

you." 

" Perhaps your cousin might think," began 
Madame Legrand. 

" He r* interrupted Madame Martin, with 
great scorn, " I should like to see him expecting 
anything. The mean httle fellow." 

With this eulogy Madame Martin went back 
to her apartment, but lest her dear friend 
Madame Legrand should take a real fancy to 
send back Virginie, she, Madame Martin, 
thought it her wisest course to go off to Neuilly 
on a visit to an aged aunt, who was too far gone 
in age to protest against the intrusion What 
could she say, moreover, when her niece 
entered the house with the avowed intention 
of making her comfortable ? 

" I do not see, aunt, why I should not stay 
with you, now that Virginie is going to get 
married," she said graciously. 

" Is she going to get married?" asked the 
aunt, lifting up a feeble head, "and with 
whom?" 

" With Monsieur Leffevre of Lyons," replied 
Madame Martin. 
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" Not the one who has two wives already," 
said her aunt, musingly. 

" Two wives ! " echoed Madame Martin, in a 
hollow voice. 

" Yes, he was married abroad, and he mar- 
ried another lady in France, and there was a 
great law-suit about which was the right 
wife." 

"It cannot be that one," said Madame 
Martin; "I will never beUeve," she added, 
raising her voice, as if the culprit were within 
hearing, " I will never believe that, bad as he 
is, my cousin Theodore Durand could help to 
delude Virginie into such a marriage as that." 

The aunt burst into a croaking laugh. 

" Oh !" she cried, lifting up her hands, " if he 
had anything to do with it I consider it a 
settled thing. Poor Virginie, poor giri." 

It was night, but Madame Martin's resolve 
was taken in a second. She sent for a cab, 
jumped into it, and drove to her cousin's door, 
for wrath proved stronger, in this instance, than 
maternal anxiety. 

Unconscious of the brooding storm, Mon- 
sieur Th^ophile Durand, who was an economi- 
cal man, was cooking his dinner on a stove in 
the closet, when a mild, deceitful ring at the 
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door induced him to open it. In bounced 
Madame Martin, wrathful and smiling. 

" Good afternoon, sir," she said sweetly, " I 
hope you are well, sir ? *' 

"Quite weU," famtly replied Monsieur 
Durand. " Pray be seated." 

" Thank you, sir, a carriage is waiting for 
me at the door. Perhaps you will kindly 
answer me this question, sir, How many wives, 
to your knowledge, has Monsieur Leffevre got ? " 

" Tw — o," gasped Monsieur Durand, " but 
the second is the right one. I learned it yes- 
terday." 

" Thank you, sir, I am very much obliged to 
you. I have it from your own hps, on your 
confession that you advised me to marry my 
daughter to a man that has two wives living." 

" My dear cousin, I thought him single." 

*' Did you inquire ?" was the stem rejoinder. 

" No— o." 

"Then how dare you speak of Monsieur 
Leffevre to me, sir?" 

" But you know all about it 1" desperately 
exclaimed Monsieur Durand. 

" I sir, I ! Do you mean to add insult to 
injury? 

"But when you came the other evening 
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and rang, when I had my night-cap on, 
you knew it surely !" 

Madame Martin loftily begged he would 
neither recall that evening nor his conduct 
thereon, and again asked if he meant to add 
insult to injury. 

Monsieur Durand, who was losing his temper, 
testily replied that he meant to eat his dinner, 
and unceremoniously returned to the closet 
and to his cooking. 

"Very well, sir," resumed the voice of 
Madame Martin from the outer room, " very 
well, sir, you will remember this/' 

The slam of a door told Monsieur Durand 
that she was gone. His first selfish, natural 
feeUng was one of self-congratulation at es- 
caping her tongue, and being allowed to eat 
his hard-earned dinner in peace. Then came 
remorse and concern at the error into which 
he had fallen, and an earnest desire to mend 
matters, so far as they could still be 
mended. 

Monsieur Th^ophile Durand had a good 
deal of that nervous timidity which lies most 
in manner, and does not exclude courage. His 
bravery, for lying dormant, was none the less 
real; he now got excited about the wrongs 
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of Virginie, and resolved to right them without 
loss of time. 

*' The cold-hearted villain ! *' he exclaimed, 
seizing his hat and cane, and hurrying out, 
" did he think that poor child had no pro- 
tector, no friend? We shall see — ^we shall 
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see. 



Monsieur Durand lived at no great dis- 
tance from Madame Legrand's house. In a 
few minutes he had reached her door, and 
was knocking violently. A frightened-look- 
ing servant answered the call. 

" Madame is out," she said. 

" I want to see Monsieur Leffevre," 
sternly replied Th^ophile; "lead .me into 
his presence." 

The servant afterwards declared he looked 
quite awful, and that resistance was out 
of the question. Without even asking his 
name, she opened a door and ushered him 
into the room where Monsieur Leffevre was 
sitting with Virginie. 

This requires explanation. Monsieur 
Leffevre, as Madame Legrand plainly saw, 
was very much smitten with her young 
friend, and readily availed himself of every 
opportunity of meeting her, which the 
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elder lady afforded him. From lending 
books, he soon came to giving Virginie 
music lessons; Madame Legrand was present, 
of course, but the lessons were long, and 
she sometimes left the room, to return al- 
most inmiediately, it is true. But this day 
Madame Legrand left and did not return ; 
she forgot Virginie, propriety, and prudence. 
Her cook had allowed her apricot preserves 
to bum; an unmistakable odour reached 
her in the drawing-room. She rose pre- 
cipitately, rushed down-stairs, and found the 
jam on the fire and the kitchen deserted. 
The faithless cook was flirting with the 
butcher's boy at the garden gate, " and 
my apricots, my most valuable apricots," 
as Madame Legrand afterwards said in 
relating this lamentable occurrence to a 
firiend, " were left to their fate." 

Desperate emergencies inspire desperate 
resolves. Madame Legrand took up the 
hissing jam, called the cook, gave her 
warning on the spot, then solemnly bade 
the housemaid deny her to the whole world. 

" Give me a white apron," she said, 
" and no matter who comes, say I am 
not at home." 



46 SEVEN YEARS. 

Thus Virginie remained alone with Mon- 
sieur Leftvre. Neither the teacher nor the 
pupil were at first conscious of this im- 
portant fact. Monsieur Leffevre, happening 
to turn his head round, first perceived that 
Madame Legrand was gone. Virginie next, 
appealing to that lady, became aware of 
her absence, and of what was infinitely 
worse in decorous France, that she, Virginie 
Martin, was alone with her music-master. 
What should she do ? To leave precipitately 
might look Uke an affectation of prudery, 
to remain might make Monsieur Leffevre 
hold her forward or imprudent. StiD 
something must be done. She hesitated a 
while, then at length, and with a painM 
blush that betrayed her embarrassment, she 
rose, and closing the piano, said as calmly 
as she could : 

" I have troubled you enough to-day : 
Madame Legrand may want me below, I 
shall go and see." 

Monsieur Leffevre looked undecided; but 
by the time Virginie had crossed the room 
and reached the door, his mind was made 
up, and following her quickly, he arrested 
her with the entreaty : 
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" May I request that you will hear me 
for a few moments?" Virginie remained with 
her hand on the lock, and by her silence 
gave consent. 

What passed, and what Monsieur Leftvre 
said, need not be told. Of course it was a 
declaration of love and an ofiFer of marriage. 
Virginie's reply we need not record, of course 
it was modest assent. 

Love is a beautiful thing ; but for a man 
to declare his afiFection to a woman is by 
no means so dehghtful a task as might be 
imagined, and for a woman to hear the 
aforesaid declaration, even when it comes 
from a preferred lover, is not always so 
pleasant as might seem. It is often quite 
a relief when a third unconscious person 
steps in and breaks on the awkward, how- 
soever rapturous, silence that must needs 
follow. 

On the general principle, therefore, Th^- 
ophile Durand ought to have been welcome 
to both Virginie and her lover ; but strange 
to say, whether his interruption came a 
little too soon, that is to say, before the 
rapture had subsided and the awkwardness 
had come, or a Uttle too late, that is, after 



48 SEVEN TEARS. 

the said awkwardness was quite over and 
his presence no longer needed, — somehow or 
other, in short, he came most unseasonably, 
startUng by the abruptness of his entrance 
the fair Virginie, who was sitting on a 
sofa, and who, on seeing him, got up with 
a little scream, and considerably annoying 
her companion, who rose more slowly from 
the couch, and returned with interest the 
scowl of Monsieur Th^ophile Durand. 

" Sir," he sharply said, " who are you ? 
What do you want ? " 

" Virginie, take my arm and leave this 
house," was Monsieur Durand's indignant 
reply. 

On hearing an utter stranger call his 
mistress by her Christian name. Monsieur 
Leffevre reddened and looked angry. 
Whilst Virginie made a motion of disgust, 
and said sharply : 

" I beg. Monsieur Durand, that you will 
not meddle in my concerns." 

" Infatuated girl ! " said Monsieur Durand, 
filled with pity for her blindness, " do you 
know this man? Child, he has two wives 
Uving ! Two wives." 

Monsieur Leffevre laughed scornfully. 
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" The accusation is too ridiculous for me 
to resent it," he said, calmly, " and I am 
sure Mademoiselle Martin will not credit it 
one moment." 

" Not one," said Virginie, with great 
warmth, " not one." 

"I repeat it, he has two wives," said 
Monsieur Durand, warming with his subject, 
"a poor young Indian girl, whom he mar- 
ried in the South Sea Isles, and a lady of 
Lyons — " 

" Sir, I will hear no more on this absurd 
matter," interrupted Monsieur Leftvre, wax- 
ing wroth. 

" Virginie, take my arm and leave the 
house," said Monsieur Durand ; ** I tell you 
this man has two wives, that your mother 
is distracted with grief on your account, 
and that she insists on your leaving this 
wretched house." 

Monsieur Lef^vre looked stifiF and of- 
fended. 

" If Madame Martin had done me the 
honour of requesting a personal explanation," 
he said, " all this would have been avoided. 
I know, of course, that she will regret her 
precipitate conduct, but I do not know how 
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isT I can consent to overlook such unmerited 
insults." 

And without giving Vii^inie a look. 
Monsieur Leffevre left the room. The young 
girl burst into tears ; but Monsieur Durand 
took her arm and led her away, asking 
indignantly if she regretted not marrying a 
man who had two wives li\ing. 

It was lucky Madimie Martin lived 
opposite ; Virgin^ could scarcely cross the 
street, and Monsieur Durand thought she 
would surely faint on the staircase. He 
was the more frightened that Madame Martin 
was out. The portress had given the key of 
their apartment to Virginie as they parsed 
her lodge ; for this strange mother, instead 
of snatching her child from the fangs of the 
bigamist, had left word that she was gone 
back to Neuilly. 

" There is something dreadftd imder all 
this," thought Monsieur Durand, foreseeing 
a calamity ; "I must lock up Virginia, take 
a cab and rush off to Neuilly, there I shall 
warn Madame Martin that I have rid her of 
this determined bigamist, then, ma foi, I 
shall wash my hands of the whole aflfoir." 
SoiSaid^ 80 done. Virginie, though weak and 
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faint, declared she oould remain alone, and 
Monsieur Durand took care to lock her up slyly, 
and walk off with the key in his pocket. 
A cab was soon found, and in less than an 
hour Monsieur Durand entered the house of 
Madame Martin's aunt. 

The two ladies were at dinner when he 
was announced. 

" Monsieur Durand ! " said Madame Martin, 
laying down her fork, "what has he been 
doing ? " 

" Show him in — show 4iim in," said the 
old aunt, with feeble eagerness, " I know it 
wiU be something funny." 

In walked Monsieur Durand, cool, dignified, 
and important. "Madame," said he to the 
aunt, " I must apologize " — 

" Never mind, never mmd," she interrupt- 
ed, " what is it? — ^let us hear it." 

" Cousin," said Th^ophile, addressing Ma- 
dame Martin, " Virginie is safe." 

Virginie's mother heard him with singular 
calmness. 

" What about it ? " she asked. 

" I locked her up myself in your home," 
pursued Th^ophile, "and here is the key of 
your apartment." 
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Madame Martin stared, but did not utter 
one word. 

"I may say that I have saved her," pur- 
sued Monsieur Durand. " I found her alone 
with that wretch, and from her gently-con- 
fused look I have no doubt he had been 
making love to her. But I exposed him to 
her, cousin; exasperated him so that he 
pretty clearly gave her up, and left the room 
in a great pretence of anger; upon which 
I took her arm, forcibly led her out, locked 
her up, and came llere.'' 

Monsieur Durand wiped his forehead, and 
smiled complacently on his cousin. 

*' I knew it ! " cried Madame Martin, 
striking her plate with her knife, and thus 
recklessly breaking it in the exasperation 
of her anger ; " I knew it — he has ruined all 
— all ruined — ruined." Monsieur Durand 
heard her amazed. 

" Miserable man," she resumed, " what 
made you meddle ? just tell me that ; could 
you not let a mother judge for her child ? " 

" A bigamist ! " began Monsieur Durand. 

" A bigamist ! " screamed Madame Martin, 
**he a bigamist, a distinguished Professor of 
Eloquence in the University of Louvain, at 
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a sabuT c^ six thoosand francs a rear, if 
not ten, — he a bigamist r Say that you are a 
bigamist, sir ! " 
r 
Tes, sir, a bigamist, I maintain it/' 

Here a goi^ling noise was heard, and it 
was discovered that the old aunt was choking 
in her arm-chair, the result of indiscreet 
laughter. 

" Wretch I *' said Madame Martin, flying 
to her aid, '' did vou come heie to commit 
murder?" 

She slapped her aunt in the back, until the 
venerable lady came round, and though still 
much exhausted, partly recovered her breath. 
This satisfactory result being obtained, 
Madame Martin declared that, thanks to her 
obliging cousin Monsieur Durand, she must 
have another jaunt to Paris, and, without 
finishing her dinner, she threw on, rather than 
she put, her bonnet and shawl, and accompani- 
ed by the discomfitted Durand, she walked 
down to the cab, informing the cabman that 
if he drove quick his fare would be doubled. 

Madame Martin was too much exasperated 

to scold her unfortunate cousin. She merelv 

• 

asked, with keen and cutting irony, how a man 
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of his bright wit and experience could take a 
refined professor of eloquence for a coarse mer- 
chant and a bigamist, and how he dare take 
on himself to lock up Virginie ? and as Mon- 
sieur Durand was too much cast down to reply, 
she maintained a sulky silence until the cab 
stopped at her door. She then ahghted, and 
sternly said : 

" Here we part, sir. Your conduct I will 
not qualify. You have covered yourself and 
your family with disgrace, you have done your 
best to prevent my daughter Virginie from 
making a most excellent and desiraWe match. 
Your work is consummated. Go; I request 
that I may never see your face again." 

So saying, Madame Martin majestically 
entered the house, slammed the door in her 
cousin's face, and left him the cab to pay. 

*' Two francs for going, one franc for waiting, 
and four francs for having driven fast back to 
Paris : seven francs, besides what Monsieur 
chooses to give," added the cabman. 

" Take it, take it all ! *" desperately cried 
Monsieur Durand, throwing him the money and 
running away. 
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CHAPTER III. 

That Virgiuie was married, that the wed- 
ding dinner was choice, that the bride looked 
lovely, and the bridegroom tiioroiighly blessed, 
Tli^ophite Dujand learned through report. 
But he was not asked to the marriage cere- 
mony, Jije w^ mt one of the dinner guests ; 
" a^d though without me the two ungrateful 
creatures would never have been jmarried,' 
•said Monsieur Th(^phiie Durand, " I received 
^y usual jceward : neglect." 

Under this mortifying neglect Monsieur 
Diirand was not doomed to linger. His new 
cousin ended by laughing at the bigamist 
story ; Virginie was too happy to feel any re- 
sentment, and Madame Martin magnanimously 
declared that she forgave her cousin : in short, 
the three united in extending the hand of peace 
to the oflfender. Monsieur Th^phile Durand 
was formally asked to dinner : being a good- 
natured man, and having at heart a foolish 
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liking for his kindred, he accepted the invita- 
tion. The dinner was strictly a family dinner, 
but in honour of the reconciliation, a little 
soiree followed it: 

"And now,'* thought Thfophile Durand, 
" my troubles in this quarter are surely over. 
Virginie is married. I have made ample 
apologies to her husband, who is a very agree- 
able fellow when he is not excited, and Ma- 
dame Martin does not appear to entertain 
the least matrimonial design upon me. Yes, 
I think I am really safe in that quarter.'* So 
thought and soliloquized the deluded man, 
never suspecting the world of trouble that 
awaited him. 

We have seen that the reconciliation dinner 
to which Th^ophile Durand had been asked 
was followed by an evening reunion, quite 
select. Madame Martin whispered to her 
cousin : " I could not ask Madame Legrand nor 
that set. No, my son-in-law's position would 
not allow it." 

The reunion was more than select ; it was 
decidedly thin, and its successor — for Madame 
Martin insisted that Virginie should receive 
every Thursday evening — was too select for 
Monsieur Leffevre's taste. Prom nine o'clock 
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Madame Martin and her daughter sat in the 
gaily-lit drawing-room, vainly waiting for 
visitors, who came not. At ten, indeed, Th^o- 
phile Durand made his appearance in correct 
evening costume, but, to the vexation of Vir- 
ginie, and to her husband's evident annoyance, 
not a soul besides. 

As eleven struck Monsieur Leffevre said to 
his wife : 

" Another such evening, my dear, and we 
will give up parties.'' 

" It is very annoying," said Virginie, " I had 
provided refreshments and cakes, — and now 
they are wasted, as it were. We do not want 
them." 

" It is tiresome," said Madame Martin, " but 
we must try again." 

Monsieur Leffevre did not answer. It was 
plain that only politeness prevented him from 
giving a flat denial. 

Madame Martin was annoyed at the even- 
ing's failure, and alarmed for the future. Her 
son-in-law was kind and courteous, but he was 
not manageable. He had already shown a 
strong inclination to authority, not despotism 
certainly, but authority under any aspect was 
distasteful to Madame Martin ; it did not let 
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her have her own way, which she was naturally 
fond of. Like a prudent woman as she was, 
she avoided struggles : Monsieur Leffevre 
would not be controlled or managed, but he 
might be led gently. To lead him skilfully 
was therefore her object : but how was she to 
do so in this present matter ? 

"What can I do if the people will not 
come ? " she said confidentially to Th^phile 
Durand, " we asked twenty, and you see not 
one came." 

" Ask forty," shrewdly said her cousin. 

" Forty ! " exdaimed Madame Martin, with 
a start, " and where should we put them ? 
Our drawing-room is so small." 

"They will not come," replied Monsieur 
Durand. "The twenty did not come; the 
forty will no more come than the twenty ; but 
forty people will have had the compliment paid 
them of being asked, and you will not have 
had the trouble of receiving them." 

This was an idea; Madame Martin felt it 
was a valuable one too ; but, casting an 
alarmed look towards her son-in4aw, she 
whispere-d to Th^phile Durand : " Speak low, 
I entreat you, Edouard is so peculiar, so 
matt^-of-fact, so literal, that he would never 
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ask more people than he wished to »e ; but I 
shall certainly follow the plan you suggest ; 
how to do so I do not yet know ; but where 
ihere is a will there is a way." 

A way Madame Martin certainly found. 
She asked not forty, but fifty people, and 
chose them so judiciously, that when her son- 
in-law expressed his surprise at seeing persons 
drop in whom he had not asked, and she care- 
lessly replied : "I just asked them to fill up 
in case the others should not come," he ex- 
pressed his satisfaction at her prudence. 

From this it will be readily gathered that 
the third party was more successful than the 
two first. Fortune favoured, indeed, Th^ophile 
Durand's suggestion : fifteen people mustered ; 
ten belonged to the original twenty, and five 

to the additional number asked bv Madame 

t/ 

Martin. She expressed her satisfaction to 
Th^ophile Durand, by asking him once for 
aU. 

" Yes, cousin,*' she said suavely, " you 
are always welcome. Virginie and her hus- 
band have quite a regard for you, and I trust 
you know and feel the esteem in which I hold 
you. Our last evening flagged a Uttle ; my 
floating debt, as I call my superfluous invites, 
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did not come in well. We had a dearth of 
black coats. Suppose you send us a sprink- 
ling of your friends the employ^." 

"With great pleasure," replied Th^ophile 
Durand, who delighted to oblige, and in his 
generosity he forgot the soreness he had felt on 
seeing Madame Martin plume herself on the 
success she owed to his advice, but which she 
did not dream of acknowledging to her son-in- 
law. 

He set to work that same day ; he spoke to 
his chef. Monsieur Randon, a lofty man not 
easily propitiated, but with whom he was a 
bit of a favourite. He had the good fortune 
to find the potentate in an excellent temper. 

" I see, I see," he said, " a young couple who 
require encouragement ; well, Durand, I like to 
encourage such. I shall go ; Madame Ran- 
don shall go. What is there to be ? " 

" Music, I believe, and a young poet is to 
repeat some verses." 

** I like poetry," said Monsieur Randon, 
" and a game of cards." 

" My cousin is a first-rate ^cart^ player," 
eagerly said Th^ophile. 

" I like cards and refreshments," continued 
Monsieur Randon. 
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" Virginie is profuse with refreshments, 
platefuls of cakes, ices, &c/' 

" I shall go," paternally said Monsieur 
Randon, " I like to encourage struggUng 
merit. Tell your cousins, Durand, that they 
may rely upon me and Madame Randon." 

Th^ophile Durand delivered the message to 
Madame Martin, who on hearing the tidings 
threw her arms around his neck, and called 
him an angel. 

Everything promised well, yet one of those 
mysterious presentiments which, in our ignor- 
ance, we do not sufficiently regard, warned 
Th^phile Durand to stay at home, and go to 
bed on that fatal Thursday. Kindness prompted 
him to do the very reverse. " My poor cousin 
wants me," he thought, " her floating debt, as 
she calls it, runs short. My presence is 
necessary. True, I should like home and quiet 
best ; but we must not be selfish." Support- 
ed by these generous and philanthropic feel- 
ings. Monsieur Durand dressed himself and 
walked oflF to Monsieur Leffevre's house. 

Carriages encumbered the door. 

" Oh, ho ! " thought Monsieur Durand, 
"some one else has a party in my cousin's 
house. Well, truly, why not ? " And not alto- 
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gether displeased to show a stylish group of 
ladies in ample muslin, and gentlemen in 
white cravats, who were coming up the stair- 
case behind him, that he too was going to a 
party, Th^ophile Durand gave a sharp, jerking 
ring at his cousin's door. But the ladies 
stopped behind him. Were they, too, invited 
to Madame Lefevre's evening party ? They 
were, there could be no doubt about it. 

The door opened, and a fragrance of smoke 
issued forth, 

" Is the place on fire ? " asked Monsieur 
Durand, stepping back. 

" No, sir," replied the servant, " but we 
have been obliged to make fires in all the 
rooms, and some of the fires will not bum," 

" Dreadful," said one of the ladies, " I hate 
smoke." 

The servant-girl looked at the speaker and 
her companions, then asked in a pectdiar 
tone: 

'* Are you ladies coming to us ? Perhaps 
it is up-stairs you are going ? " 

" Madame Leffevre," replied one of the 
gentlemen. 

" Walk in," said the sel^ant^ " but you'll 
get no room, that's all." 
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" No room ! " they all exclaimed in a breath. 

"There has been no room since half-past 
nine/' replied the servant ; " the drawing- 
room has been full since eight : the two bed- 
rooms are full ; the dining-room is full, and 
the ante-room is crammed." 

They stared incredulous and amazed, but 
they soon acquired melancholy confirmation 
that the servant had spoken truly. As she 
closed the door upon them, they found them- ' 
selves in a smoky ante-room, hemmed in on 
every side by people all standing, and none of 
them in the best of tempers. The new- 
comers were stared at in rather an ungracious 
fashion, and a lady in blue, who had a sharp 
nose, said with great asperity of tone and 
Hiaiiner : 

" There is decidedly an hour beyond which 
people ought not to come to parties : it is ridi- 
culous. May I ask what you are treading on 
my dress for, sir ? " she added, looking dag- 
gers at Th^phile Durand. 

He apologized with the greatest humility, 
but excused himself on the plea of a desire to 
get into the drawing-room. The lady with the 
sharp nose giggled hysterically. 

"And do you suppose, sir/' she asked. 
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** that we, who have been standing here this 
hour without being able to get in, are going 
to let you in ? No, sir, you came last, and out 
you shall stay." 

The ladies in musUn, who had entered with 
Th^ophile Durand, looked lofty and mildly 
disgusted. 

'' Oh ! people may look at me," said the 
lady with the sharp nose. " I do not care ; 
but those who came last shall not get in first. 
It is bad enough to stand two hours and not 
to be offered a biscuit or a glass of water." 

Here a stir took place in one of the inner 
rooms, and a male voice was heard entreating : 

" Pray let us out. Let me beg for a little 
room. We only want to get out." 

" It is very extraordinary," said the lady 
with the sharp nose, " that after being in such 
a hurry to get in and prevent other people 
from enjoying what there is to be enjoyed, 
some people will insist on disturbing others 
and getting out again. I think for my part 
they should be kept in." 

But the rumour that a lady was fainting 
opened a passage to a stout gentleman, who 
appeared half bearing, half dragging, an 
equally stout lady. In vain the lady with the 
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sharp nose protested that this was but a mean 
and shallow artifice to deprive last comers of 
their rightful places, and that it should be resist- 
ed. The red face of the stout gentleman was 
bathed in genuine perspiration, and there was 
no mistaking the zeal with which he bore and 
draped the stout lady after him. 

" A chair, for Heaven's sake," he gasped, as 
he got out of the crowd ; " is there no one 
that will have the charity to get me a chair ? " 

" Chairs ! " giggled the lady in blue, " does 
Monsieur suppose that if there were chairs 
ladies would remain standing for two hours ? " 

Monsieur was going to declare desperately 
that he supposed nothing, when his eye 
caught that of Th^phile Durand, who was 
vainly hiding in the crowd, and who turned 
pale on meeting it : the stout gentleman was 
his chef, his superior. 

" Oh ! you are here," said Monsieur Randon, 
with smooth sarcasm, " may I request you to 
help me to support Madame Randon ? " 

Th^phile obeyed, and assisted in prop- 
ping Madame Randon, who was slowly re- 
covering, and whom her husband soon entirely 
surrendered to his employe's care. Being 
thus relieved fix)m a considerable burden, 
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Monsieur Randon wiped his damp forehead, 
and, regardless of place or time, thus address- 
ed his subordinate : 

" Well, sir, I congratulate you. So this is 
the Uttle intellectual soir^ you asked me to 
patronize, and to which like a deluded man 
I brought a dozen of friends and their inno- 
cent families ! Sir, you are an impostor," added 
Monsieur Randon in his wrath. " Come, my 
love," he added, taking the arm of his wife, 
who gave Th^phile a withering glance for his 
pains, " let us leave this ill-fated house, where 
people are smothered, smoked — and starved," 
added Monsieur Randon, with bitter em- 
phasis. 

They stalked out; Th^ophile Durand re- 
mained stunned, heedless of the sarcastic looks 
the lady in blue cast upon him. Then, sud- 
denly awakening to the fearful consequences 
this untoward event might produce on his 
prospects, he rushed down-stairs, hoping to 
overtake Monsieur Randon, to mollify his 
wrath by humble apologies. But Monsieur 
and Madame Randon had entered their car- 
riage, and were already rolling away. 

Th^ophile Durand was roused. Was this 
the reward he got for endeavouring to serve 
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his cousin ? Randon, the great Randon, had 
been ahenated for ever, and for what? for 
want of due poUteness and attention, for want 
of an ice or a plateful of cakes. 

** She shall hear a piece of my mind ! " 
desperately exclaimed Monsieur Durand, and 
remembering that it was useless to go up 
the front staircase, he went up by the back or 
kitchen staircase, undignified but sure. No 
sooner had he tapped at the kitchen door 
than it flew open. On the threshold within 
appeared Madame Martin pale and breathless, 

" Where are the ices ? " she exclaimed, 
'* speak, sir, where are they ? Have you 
brought the cakes at least ? No ; then 
pray, sir, what are you a limonadier for ? " 

" I am not a hmonadier," said Th^ophile, 
" I am your injured cousin." 

" My dear creature," cried Madame 
Martin, clasping both his hands, " run 
for ices, run for cakes, run for anything. 
Where the people are come from I do not 
know; but they keep pouring in. The 
place is full, three ladies have fainted al- 
ready. Go, now do, there is a good soul. 
There is a pastry-cook round the comer, 
who sells odds and ends at two francs a 
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pound, and procures ices as cheap. Here 
is money, go, pray go." 

She shut the door in his face, land Mon- 
sieur Durand found himself with silver in 
his hand on a black landing. 

He was a good-natured man: he forgot 
his wrongs in his cousin's calamities. He 
went for the ices ; he went for the cakes. 
He went not once, but three times. By 
twelve his labours were over, the people 
had discovered that there was nothing 
more to be had by staying, and they de- 
parted slowly. By this time, too. Monsieur 
Durand's wrath had cooled, and he magna- 
nimously resolved not to crush his cousin 
with the name of Randon. "The poor 
thing has had trouble enough," he gener- 
ously thought, " let her rest ; let her rest." 

But generosity is a delusion; with a 
sigh of relief Monsieur Durand was pre- 
paring to depart, when Madame Martin 
solemnly begged him to enter her son-in- 
law's study: there Th^ophile found his 
cousin black as night. 

" Sir," he said, " I can scarcely credit, 
and I certainly cannot qualify, the extraor- 
dinary statement I have just received from 
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Madame Martin, that for the painful and 
disgraceful scenes which took place here 
this evening I am indebted to you; that 
you took the Uberty of inviting to this 
house something like thirty or forty of your 
personal friends, making me and my do- 
mestic arrangements a matter of ridicule 
and amusement to them. I repeat, sir, 
conmaents are superfluous : but I beg to 
assure you, that this second breach will not 
be so easily repaired as the first." 

Monsieur Leffevre rose, bowed stiffly, and 
left the room. 

Th^phile Durand remained dumb. He 
had incurred the wrath of Monsieur Randon, 
he had been made an errand boy of, and 
now he was snubbed. The cup was full. 
He went home, took to his bed, and was 
ill a week. 

This is the last trouble on record of a 
quiet man; that it will be the last no one 
who has perused the preceding pages will 
readily believe. 
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YOUNG FRANCE. 

Tancredi p. Mathieu was a member of 
the Young France party, when there was 
a Young France, which is now some years 
ago. He was the son of an honest and 
wealthy Parisian grocer, who allowed him 
a handsome income and total liberty of 
action. 

Our hero's real name was Pierre Mathieu. 
Tancredi had been assumed for poetical 
and euphonious reasons. His friends, who 
knew his sensitiveness on that head, never 
gave him any other appellation. Like the 
whole Young France brotherhood, Tancredi 
wore long curly hair, a narrow pointed hat, 
white kid gloves, and a shirt collar turned 
down vdth the most Byronian despair. 
Any one who looked on that shirt collar 
could have told that its owner was a 
melancholy man— one "whose young aspira- 
tions had been nipped in the bud by the 
chilKng breath of an unfeehng world." 
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Tancredi's existence had indeed been em- 
bittered by several severe disappointments. 
In the first place, he was neither an mi- 
known foundling, nor an exile, nor a per- 
secuted man : he had enjoyed throughout 
life the most provoking and commonplace 
happiness. He did not possess the comfort 
of having a tyrannical father. Monsieur 
Mathieu the elder was the soul of good 
nature. Easy, placable, and fond of peace, 
he allowed Tancredi to have his way. There 
is no denying he would have liked to see 
his son at the head of a thriving business, 
but since his vocation did not lie in that 
direction he raised no opposition to his 
joining the Young France tribe, wearing 
long hair and a pointed hat. Some per- 
sons kindly assured him that Pierre — they 
scorned to call him Tancredi — was on the 
high road to ruin. But Monsieur Mathieu 
composedly replied that his son was only 
afflicted with a temporary mania, then very 
prevalent amongst young Frenchmen, and 
that he did not despair to see him one 
day radically cured. This conviction did 
not prevent the grocer from reasoning with 
his son ; he even endeavoured to show him 
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that he was acting very foolishly ; but as 
Tancredi immediately assmned the tone and 
attitude of a martjrr, and as his father — 
who, under the appearance of great sim- 
pUcity, was, nevertheless, possessed of much 
shrewdness and good sense — perceived that 
he longed to be persecuted for his opinions, 
he gradually dropped the subject, and left 
him thoroughly free. 

Tancredi keenly felt what he termed his 
father's injustice. He was at war with 
society — so at least he said — and he had a 
right to persecution. His friends all agreed 
with him that it was a hard case, but ad- 
vised him, however, to bear with it patiently. 
His bosom friend, Charlemagne Champion 
by name, for imperial and chivalrous ap- 
pellations were rife in their circle, com- 
forted him as best he might. 

" My good fellow," he said, with an odd 
twinkle in his eye, "fathers will be so — 
provoking — perverse — doing the very things 
they should not ; but better times are 
coming." 

And Charlemagne Champion, who, though 
Young France, was suspected to have some 




SEVEN YEARS. 73 

of the Old France wag in him still, squeezed 
his friend's hand with expressive warmth. 

But Monsieur Mathieu's irritating pass- 
iveness was not Tancredi's only cause of 
grief: another source of bitter regret lay in 
his personal appearance. Somehow or other 
he had inherited from his father the grocer, 
a round, rosy, good-humoured face, of which 
he could not possible get rid. Notwithstand- 
ing his constant efforts to infuse into it 
some slight portion of the poetical melan- 
choly which, to use his own words, " was 
devouring his soul," it always looked pleased, 
happy, and contented. To make matters 
worse, he was remarkably fair, and inclined 
to corpulency. Gladly would Tancredi 
have sacrificed half his worldly hopes to be 
thin and sallow. Accordingly, when Char- 
lemagne Champion spoke of better times, he 
sighed, shook his head, and casting a de- 
spondent look at the glass, he asked in a 
hollow voice, ** Charlemagne, will that face 
ever change ? " 

"I hope not," composedly replied 
Charlemagne, " it is the living Ukeness of 
the immortal Robespierre." Tancredi gave a 
start. 
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" Like him — I am like him ! " he exclaimed. 

" Do you not see it ?" 

" Why, yes/* musingly repKed Tancredi, 
"you are quite right, I do see something 
in the contour. Robespierre was a minister, 
but I am not sorry to be like him." 

Thus comforted, Tancredi took heart. 
Besides, Uke all generous spirits, our hero 
often forgot his own unhappiness in his 
philanthropic compassion for the ignorance 
and blindness of mankind at large; he was 
convinced that the world was not yet half 
civilized, and that the bourgeois of Paris, 
especially, were in a lamentable state of 
barbarism. As he was himself a bourgeois 
by birth, he conceived that his " mission " 
must plainly lie in civilizing his unhappy 
brethren, and as he happened to entertain 
for them the most thorough and hearty 
contempt, he was evidently peculiarly fitted 
for this delicate task. 

The bourgeois are the middle classes of 
France. They chiefly consist of retired 
tradespeople, small capitalists, and employes, 
or clerks, in the offices of the government, 
from whom they generally receive a moder- 
ate salary for their services. They are a quiet 
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and inoflTensive race, but remarkably timid and 
cautious, and tenacious of their habits and 
opinions to an extraordinary degree. Seeing 
them so far behind their age, Tancredi gener- 
ously resolved to devote himself to their 
improvement. Whether they were willing to 
be improved or not was no consideration ; 
indeed Tancredi did not care a pin on the 
subject. If he could not succeed in making 
the bourgeois better, he had little doubt of 
getting persecuted by them ; so that, which- 
ever way the wind blew, he felt pretty s^re 
of reaping some benefit. These preliminaries 
being settled, he resolved to begin his attack 
on a little colony of bourgeois, which had 
been settling for the last century in one of 
the most quiet and retired streets of the 
Marais, not far from the spot where stood his 
father's house. 

This street, which shall be nameless, very 
much resembled a country town. Though 
not possessing more than a dozen houses on 
either side, it was divided into several sets, 
which knew nothing whatever of one an- 
other. The most important set, and that 
which immediately drew Tancredi's attention, 
was Madame Jacquemin's, a lady who, with 
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her husband, a retired dyer, inhabited a 
coquettish Kttle house, ornamented with a 
grass plot in front, and a garden at the back, 
and situated in the most conspicuous part 
of the street. But notwithstanding these 
advantages, M. Jacquemin was an unhappy 
man. He had toiled all his life in order 
to enjoy his old age in peace ; and instead of 
his fancied happiness, he now found nothing in 
retirement save ennui and weariness of spirit. It 
was in vain that he spent the day in walking 
up and down his handsome house and about 
his pleasant garden ; they could administer no 
pleasure to his mind. He would gladly have 
given them both for the dark and dismal shop 
of the Rue St Denis, where he had spent 
thirty years of his life in providing for his pre- 
sent discomfort. Madame Jacquemin, who 
bore her misfortunes with a truly heroic spirit, 
endeavoured to arouse her husband from his 
imhappy state. She took him to the play, but 
he invariably fell asleep before the close of the 
first act ; she then wished to introduce him 
into fashionable society — a plan which failed 
signally ; and finally, as a last resource, made 
him take in all the daily newspapers, and give 
parties twice a week. M. Jacquemin never 
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looked at one of his newspapers himself ; but 
as he nevertheless, and very judiciously, made 
it a rule that not one of them should leave his 
house, and as he very liberally invited his 
friends to " come and look at the papers," his 
salon was every morning converted into a kind 
of reading-room, over which he presided, and 
where, for two or three hours at least, he 'tould 
once more fancy himself in his shop, surround- 
ed by his customers. 

His evening parties were not quite so amus- 
ing; because, as Madame Jacquemin, often 
observed, "they could not ask everybody." 
Almost all their guests were inhabitants of the 
street ; but there were of course vulgar insig- 
nificant houses, whose lodgers could, under no 
pretence whatever, be received or admitted by 
the dyer's wife. Good M. Jacquemin, who, 
in the fiilness of his ennui, would gladly have 
opened his house to the whole world, was 
much annoyed by his wife's scruples, but 
nevertheless compelled to submit to them. 
Amongst the favoured few were M. Bonnet 
and his wife, a couple who resided on the first- 
floor of number seven, and who, as Madame Le- 
grand, a waspish little widow, who lived above 
them, spitefully averred, gave themselves airs in 
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consequence. But as there was a constant feud 
between her and Madame Bonnet, too much 
faith should not be placed in the lady's asser- 
tions. M. Bonnet was a melancholy-looking 
man, exceedingly nervous and timid, and em- 
ployed at the war-office, whence he often came 
home in the evening blank vdth dismay, 
hinting at horrible tidings from Abd-el-Kader, 
or intimating the likelihood of a war with 
"perfidious Albion." Being considered a 
profound poUtician, and suspected of knowing 
much more of government affairs than he chose 
to tell, he was much respected everywhere, 
save in his own family, over which Madame 
Bonnet, who was a very high-spirited woman, 
boasted that she alone held dominion. Her 
three daughters were, like their mother, tall, 
bony, and high-spirited girls. 

Madame Legrand, the officer s widow who 
tenanted the second-floor of the same house, 
was likewise admitted at the Jacquemin parties. 
She was thin, withered, had no children, and 
was immoderately fond of animals. Whole 
generations of cats and dogs revelled in her 
salon and bedroom; cages of birds were 
hung up everywhere in her apartment; and 
golden fishes swam in vases full of water on 
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every window-sill. Monsieur Laurent, a stout 
old bachelor, not unlike a full-blown rose, 
dwelt on the third-floor. He had a mortal 
hatred against Legrand and her menagerie, 
those of the canine race in particular. Of this 
fact the dogs seemed to have an instinctive 
knowledge, for whenever he came up or down- 
stairs, they snarled and growled ; and if they 
chanced to be on the landing, never missed 
the opportunity of flying at his heels. Though 
Monsieur Laurent disliked animals, he had a 
passion for flowers and gardening ; he had 
turned his rooms into a perfect conservatory, 
and the greatest portion of his time was spent 
in cultivating and watching over a certain 
patch of land, about as large as a dining-table, 
and termed his garden. Monsieur Laurent 
was of course another of Monsieur Jacquemin's 
invites. 

But, besides the inhabitants of number seven, 
there were various other individuals admitted 
at the retired dyer's parties. Amongst these 
were several old ladies, who did an immense 
quantity of worsted work ; and a mysterious 
family named the De Lorrains, and thought to 
be of noble extraction, who inhabited an old 
dreamy-looking hotel at the end of the street. 
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They were six in all, were very pale, taU, and 
thin; they dressed meanly, accepted every 
invitation, and gave none in return. Some 
charitable souls indeed noticed that they never 
refused anything, not even the refreshments 
which were liberally handed round at the 
dyer's parties; and as to the cakes, it was 
actually suspected that they were so vulgar 
and ungenteel as to have an appetite for them. 
It was also known — ^it is wonderful how those 
things are known — ^that in the coldest weather 
they had no fires. Sometimes, indeed, they 
indulged themselves in a fagot, to which they 
set fire with great ceremony ; the youngest De 
Lorrain being always on such an occasion de- 
spatched in a great hurry to summon his father, 
in order that he might partake of the genial 
heat ere it was quite extinct. At first the 
De Lorrains were thought mean — then they 
were accused of being poor; but many de- 
fended them, and asserted that they were only 
misers. It then began to be reported that 
they were immensely rich, and their company 
was for some time eagerly sought. It is true 
their fortune, if they had one, was of no great 
use to anybody, not even to themselves ; but 
who has not felt the sense of security, the 
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comfort, which lies in having a rich acquaint- 
ance? As years, however, passed away, and 
they lived quite as meanly, and dressed as 
shabbily as ever, this impression wore off: 
they began to be looked upon as impostors, 
and there was some talk of discarding them 
altogether. But Madame Jacquemin, who 
was of a compassionate disposition, resolved to 
spare them, on account of their poverty and 
their gentle blood ; they accordingly continued 
to be admitted to the soirees, where they acted 
a subordinate part, being patronised by every 
one. Such were the individuals who met at 
M. Jacquemin's parties ; if their company did 
not afford him much amusement, it was not 
their fault. The retired dyer was very selfish : 
he plainly showed his visitors that he cared 
for no one but himself ; yet, strangely enough, 
everybody sympathised with him, everybody 
seemed ready to administer comfort and 
advice. 

"If Monsieur Jacquemin would give 
dinners," suggested the De Lorrains, "he 
would find it a very interesting occupation." 

"How so?" suspiciously asked Madame 
Jacquemin. 

" Human nature, character," replied the De 
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Lorraim : '* the. dianer table is the true place 
to see them ia ; physiognomy, too, and even 
phrenology, can he studied to advantage from 
the dinner table, and with Monsieur Jacque- 
min's remarkable power of observation—" 

" Pooh, pooh ! no such a thing, ■' interrupted 
Monsieur Jacquemin^ rather crossly, " besides^ 
I hate to look at peqple eating." 

*' It is, aaaimal," said Madame Legrand, who 
wa^ presjent, **^and i» only beautiful when 
perfwmedby animals. It is exquisite, it is 
deUoious to, see a bird feed." 

'^ I rather like larks, roasted^" said Monsieur 
i,wqxmmk; " they are nice, there i& no doubt 
^ut i^', but the» it takes, so maay to make 
a ^W 

" My deai: sir, yo^ mis^jipob'stanid im^' miA 
IVIadame liegyand,^ rather shocked at the 
suggestion : " eat larks ! sw^et^ harmoiuotts^ 
musical creatures ! No^ no* I njeant it wa3 
charming to see birds peck their food. I haj^e 
a canary which I woul<l lend—" 

'* Oh ! for Heaven's sake, do not meution 
it," interrupted Madame De Lo^aiijy with af> 
hysterical laugh, "the screaming little thing 
would drive Monsieur Jacquemin's head wild." 

" Canaries do not scream," said Madame 
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Legrand, '' they sing, but as this one does not 
sing and has never sung, it could not make 
Monsieur Jacquemin's head ache." 

But Monsieur Jacquemin liked birds in a 
pie, and peremptorily declined the canary. In 
this Monsieur Laurent confirmed him. 

"Animals, my dear sir," he said feeUngly, 
" would sour your temper, gardening is the 
thing. You have a garden, — sow, reap, dig, and 
you will be a happy man. Let me send you 
down some choice flowers." 

" I do not like flowers," growled Monsieur 
Jacquemin. 

Madame Bonnet, too, had her panacea. 
Why not adopt some interesting and sweet- 
tempered child; not an orphan — you never 
know what kind of parents an orphan had; 
swindlers and thieves perhaps — ^but a child 
** whose parents^ honest, respectable people, 
were still alive — and which," she sentimentally 
added, " would prove the staff and comfort of 
his old age." 

This had nearly settkd it. " Old age in- 
deed I did Madame Bonnet think Monsieur 
Jacquemin was going to make his will ? No, 
HO, not just yet. Thank Heaven, he was hale 
and hearty, and would bury them all." 
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In short, the plain truth of the matter was 
that Monsieur Jacquemin hked private dinners 
best; that he disUked animals, did not care 
about flowers, and never having had any 
children of his own, detested the children of 
other people: Madame Bonnefs included. 
He felt, besides, all the rich man's aversion to 
an heir ; and constantly refused to see his 
poor relations^ lest they should think of his 
will. 

These were the individuals whom Tancredi 
P. Mathieu had resolved to civilize, and for 
that praiseworthy purpose he got an introduc- 
tion to one of Madame Jacquemin's soirees. 
At once his eagle eye detected the awful 
amount of narrow-minded dulness of that little 
circle. The old ladies were busy at their 
worsted work ; Monsieur Laurent and Madame 
Legrand were quarrelling over a game of 
piquet ; the melancholy De Lorrains were en- 
gaged with dominoes; Monsieur Jacquemin 
was displaying his hospitality by compelling 
his guests to swallow down immense quantities 
of cakes and lemonade ; and Monsieur Bonnet 
sat apart, wrapped in his own moody thoughts, 
which he occasionally condescended to impart 
to some eager listener. 
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" Only a few friends," said Madame Jacque- 
min, smiling graciously on Tancredi, " a few 
homely friends who meet here three times a 
week to chat, to talk, to play a few odd 
games." 

" Squirrels ! " sententiously said Tancredi. 

" Squirrels ! " echoed Madame Jacquemin, 
amazed. 

"Squirrels in a cage," repeated Tancredi, 
"turning round and round, doing the same 
things over and over again." 

" Dear me, how very odd," said Madame 
Jacquemin, and raising her voice, she added, 
" Monsieur Tancredi Mathieu declares we are 
all squirrels." 

This strange speech completed the sensation 
which Tancredi's long hair, pointed hat, and 
white kid gloves had begun. He saw his ad- 
vantage, and casting a magnetic look — at least 
he said so afterwards — over the whole assem- 
bly, he followed up this first success with con- 
siderable effect. 

He scarcely opened his lips, and was 
thought a prodigious wit. He seemed to en- 
tertain the most thorough contempt for the 
whole world, the individuals around him in- 
cluded ; and they all agreed in audible whispers 
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that he was a very superior sort of person— 
quite a genius : great geniuses always despise 
the world. Although both piquet and domi- 
noes were neglected, the evening passed away 
with amazing swiftness. Every one had gather- 
ed around the stranger, who opened his mouth 
every ten minutes, and delivered some oracular 
sentence, received by his hearers with the ut- 
most gravity. 

Prom that day Tancredi P. Mathieu became 
the acknowledged lion of the Jaoquemin soirees, 
and of the Marais, which had never known a 
lion before. He was the object of every one's 
admiration : the De Lorrains alone looked 
upon him with a suspicious eye ; they had an 
instinctive consciousness of a foe. 

True, Tancredi did not even bestow a thought 
upon them, but, like many remarkable indi- 
viduals, he showed an early incUnation to 
tjrranny, and betrayed certain destructive pro- 
pensities, which threatened to break upon the 
quiet monotony of the bourgeois circle. Being, 
as he expressed it himself, of a spiritual nature, 
he animadverted in strong terms against the 
material custom of eating in the evening. 

" Intellectual food is the thing/' he loftily 
said to Madame Jacquemin, "Intellectual 
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food and no other. That alone purifies and 
exalts/* 

Madame Jacquemih felt the cogency of thiia 
reasoning, and as she considered Tancredi an 
oracle in matters of taste, she haistened to sup- 
press the refreshments and sweets she had 
hitherto caused to be freely handed round to 
her guests. 

Having thus victoriously asserted the 
triumph of mind over matter, Tancl^di next 
succeeded in banishing both piquet and domi- 
noes. 

" In no intellectual assembly should such 
idle toys be admitted," he said to Madame 
Jacquemin. And piquet and dominoes 
vanished. 

Madame Legrand and Monsieur Laurent, 
who had quarrelled over the former game for 
the last twenty years, both loudly protested 
against this new arrangement, but as their 
quarrels were only pleasant to themselves, 
every one agreed that piquet deserved its 
fate. 

Having thus deprived his disciples of their 
old amusements, our hero felt it his duty to 
provide them with others in their stead. A 
piano accordingly made its appearance in Ma- 
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dame Jacquemin's drawing-room. It is true 
nobody could play upon it — not even Tancre- 
di ; but that was evidently of little conse- 
quence, for towards the close of a very duU 
evening he rose, and after vainly beseeching 
one of the accomplished ladies present to ac- 
company him, at last sung, unaccompanied, 
but still standing near the silent piano, a 
pathetic Italian song, in which he bewailed 
his unhappy fate ; for, as he afterwards con- 
descendingly informed the company — who had 
not imderstood a single word — he was a for- 
saken and despairing lover. After thus initi- 
ating them to the charms of melody, Taiicredi 
resdved to let them into subHmer mysteries, 
and accordingly fixed an evening, on which he 
proposed to read to Madame Jacquemin's 
guests a series of sonnets, which he had com- 
posed several years before, " On the Prospect 
of being Compelled by my Father to become 
a Grocer." This, it must be confessed, was a 
little poetical fiction, in which Tancredi had 
jimself at liberty to indulge. 
' further from M. Mathieu's 
ft compel his son to anything he 
i certainly had attempted to 
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achieve, by persuasion, the profanation above 
alluded to. 

The evening came, the company gathered 
around him, and Tancredi began his reading : 
he persevered for upwards of two hours, with- 
out manifesting the least symptom of fatigue 
When he had finished, he looked up, and 
found himself alone, comparatively speaking. 
M. Jacquemin was fast asleep ; the old ladies 
were nodding over their worsted work ; Ma- 
dame Jacquemin had early effected her escape, 
with several female friends ; M. Laurent and 
M. Bonnet shook their heads, and exchanged 
ominous glances; the six De Lorrains alone 
were wide awake, looking at our hero with 
their fixed stony eyes, whilst their cadaverous 
and melancholy faces expressed the most 
absolute determination to sit out both him and 
his poetry. To increase the dismal appearance 
of the scene, the fire had gone out, the candles 
burned dimly, and wanted snuffing, whilst the 
loud snoring which proceeded from the vast 
arm-chair in which M. Jacquemin lay, rather 
marred the melody of the poet's verses. *' I 
see they are not in a sufficiently advanced state 
of civiUzation to appreciate the beauties of 
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poetiy," thought Tancredi, as he looked upon 
his audience : "I must form their political 
principles." 

Unfortunately for the execution of this pro- 
ject, it happened that both M. Bonnet and M. 
Laurent had of late conceived strange notions 
of Tancredi's political character. His foreign 
name did not sound quite orthodox in their 
ear; then his pointed hat, shirt collar, and 
flowing locks, struck them as being something 
portentous in their way. Philosophere well 
know what great meanings sometimes lie hidden 
under trifles. As to his poetical readings, they 
had a revolutionary air, in direct opposition to 
the old school of poetry, and also, they strongly 
saspected, to the established order of things. 
Who could tell of whom Tancredi Mathieu 
might be the agent, or what was going on in 
the bosom of the hitherto peaceful Marais ? 
Nay, for all they knew, his pretended Italian 
love-song might be some revolutionary Mar- 
seillaise hymn, or pa ira, speciously clothed 
under a foreign garb ! In short, the employ^ 
of the war-office and the horticultural amateur 
both agreed it was high time to keep their eye 
upon Tancredi, whom they began to consider 
as a dangerous political character. 
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Under these favourable circumstances our 
hero began his political campaign. He had 
not yet exactly determined upon the doctrines 
he meant to inculcate, but he concluded that 
he would soon find this out ; and as he was 
not a little elated with the success of his pre- 
vious efforts, he began his attack in the spirit 
of true knight errantry, dealing out his blows 
right and left, without much minding where 
they fell. 

" Sir," he said one evening to Monsieur 
Jacquemin, "this state of things cannot last. 
Society is wrong, radically wrong. A day 
will come, sir, when the rich will have to sur- 
render their ill-gotten gold to the poor : and 
then, beautiful result : there will be no poor 
and no rich." 

"No poor and no rich!" gasped Monsieur 
Jacquemin, growing purple, " and do you 
mean to say, sir, that thieves will come and 
rob me, sir ? " 

" I make no particular applications of the 
system," placidly replied Tancredi, " I merely 
state what will be." 

" Well, sir, let them only attempt it," said 
Monsieur Jacquemin, " let them only try it, 
ha ! ha ! — that is all I say." 
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"Try it!" said Monsieur Bonnet, "no, no, 
they have other work in hand with Abd-el- 
Kader." 

" I admire Abd-el-Kader," thoughtfully 
ejaculated Tancredi. " He is a hero and a 
patriot. Besides, what is that puny warfare in 
Algeria ? We shall have a European war be- 
fore long." 

" He admires Abd-el-Kader ! " gasped Mon- 
sieur Bonnet, imable to say more. Horticul- 
ture Tancredi did not, however, admire. He 
openly expressed his contempt for it to Mon- 
sieur Laurent, and plainly said it would be 
done away with under the new state of 
things. 

" Oh ! ho ! " said Monsieur Laurent, with a 
sneer ; " and how will the world get on with- 
out geraniums or roses ? / should like to know 
that ! " 

" Sir," replied Tancredi, with an ominous 
look, " there are spirits, blighted spirits, for 
which deadly nightshade, and hemlock itself, 
have more attractions than all the roses of 
Syria." 

" What a villain ! " muttered Monsieur 
Laurent. 

To Madame Legrand Tancredi made no 
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predictions ; but this lady he had long mortally 
offended beyond all hope of reconciliation, by 
expressing his ardent desire of seeing every 
dog hung, and every canary bird shot through 
the heart ; in support of which philanthropic 
wish he had adduced so many plausible argu- 
ments, that the good lady felt convinced that 
if ever the Young France party prevailed, her 
menagerie was doomed. 

" I know it is Monsieur Laurent's do- 
ing," she said to one of the De Lorrains, 
by whom she was sitting. " I know that 
man — " 

A fearful scream interrupted her. One of 
the old ladies had gone into fits, and this was 
no sooner perceived by the other old ladies, 
her friends, than, out of mere sympathy, they 
followed her example. Awful was the confu- 
sion that followed; Madame Jacquemin was 
pretty well frightened out of her wits ; Tan- 
credi, who had caused all this hubbub, stood 
and looked on, smiling and triumphant. 

" Good Heavens ! what has happened ? '' 
exclaimed Madame Legrand. One of the De 
Lorrains rose to learn, and soon came back 
with the tidings. 

" Dreadful ! " she said. " You know Made- 
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moiselle da Rocher's femily were all guillotined 

in the terror? " 

* 

" Well ! " eagerly exclaimed Madame Le- 
grand. 

" Well, this wretch goes up to her and 
says: 'Madame, do you know tJiat I am 
wonderfully like Robespierre ? ' Upon which 
the poor thing looks at him, and perceiving 
the likeness, screams and faints." 

*' Monster I " said Madame Legrand. She 
spoke loud enough for Tancredi to hear. He 
acknowledged the epithet with a gracious 
smile, and left the place at Madame Jacque- 
min's request. 

" If she sees you," said that lady^ *' she will 
ceortainly relapse. Pray go." 

Tancredi left delighted with this crowning 
exploit. With this tact and discrimination did 
he endeavour to civilize the bourgeois of the 
Marais : the succession of petty storms and 
alarms he raised must be left to the imaginar 
tion of the reader. It is true that^ had the 
worthy citizens known anything about either 
Tancredi P. Mathieu, or the Young Prance 
party, they would have been conscious that the 
former was the most harmless of human 
beings, and from the latter there was little or 



S£y£N YEARS. 95 

nothing to be apprehended. The Young 
France party, with their kid gloves and hair 
carefully curled, were no doubt the fit apostles 
of a revolution, but by such revolutions are 
not generally made. But fear reasons not : 
Tancredi's words were received as gospel 
truth, and pretty work they soon made in the 
Marais. 

The dragon's teeth were iK)t sown in vain : 
quarrels sprung on every side. Madame Bon- 
net took it into her head to sympathise with 
Abd^l-Kader, who became the subject of daily 
dissentions between her and her husbands A 
new and deadly feud sprang up beween Mon- 
sieur Laurent and Madame Legrand, the for^ 
mer of whom avowed that in consequence of 
Taneredi's disastirous teaching, his finest 
flower-beds were ruined by the widow's dogs. 
Rendered desperate by one of those, melan- 
choly events, and recalling to mind Taneredi's 
denunciatious against pets of every descrip- 
ticm,. Monsieur Laurent, haying provided him- 
self with tackle and a fishing-rod, exercised 
his vengeance on one of Madame Legrand's 
unoffending golden fishes, by actually fishing 
it up through his, bed-room window. The 
unhappy lady,, who, hearing ai suspicious noise 
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against the highest window panes, had rushed 
to the rescue, only arrived in time to see her 
finny favourite whisked up in the air, and 
vanishing into the enemy's precincts. Her 
first act was to snatch in her remaining trea- 
sures, who, quite unconscious of their compan- 
ion's fate, were still gaily swimming along their 
narrow domain; the next was to scream for 
help, and then faint away in good earnest. 
When she recovered, she found herself sur- 
rounded by condoling friends ; but nothing 
could soothe her wounded spirit. She de- 
clared that she never should forgive M. Lau- 
rent, against whom she vowed eternal hatred 
and vengeance. 

But even greater evils — all springing from 
the same source — menaced the guests of M. 
Jacquemin. The worthy dyer, on whom Tan- 
credi's speeches had made a profound impres- 
sion, began to entertain serious fears for his 
safety. Lest his reputation of being a 
wealthy man should bring him into trouble, 
he determined to reduce his expenditure ; and, 
as a first step, talked of discontinuing to take 
in the daily papers, and stopping the soirees 
altogether. This announcement spread a 
panic throughout the whole street. M. Jac- 
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quemin's house had become a place of pubhc 
entertainment, which his guests had no in- 
clination to find closed upon them. In this 
dilemma a general council was held ; private 
dissensions were for a while forgotten, and it 
was unanimously resolved to strike at the root 
of the evil, and banish Tancredi P. Mathieu. 
The gaunt De Lorrains, who alone had from 
the beginning perceived the impending dan- 
ger, proposed to signalize him to the mayor of 
the arrondissement as a dangerous individual ; 
M. Bonnet offered to say a few words at the 
war-office ; M. Laurent to give him a delicate 
hint in the language of flowers ; Madame Le- 
grand proposed a night attack on his person ; 
and the old ladies were for handling him over 
to the public executioner at once. But Ma- 
dame Jacquemin rejected all these plans as too 
violent and inhospitable, and resolved to inti- 
mate to him, as politely as possible, that if he 
chose to continue his visits, it must no longer 
be on his own terms, but on hers. Accord- 
ingly, when Tancredi came as usual to one of 
the evening soirees, his head full of mighty 
plans of poetical, social, and political reform, 
he could not, notwithstanding his abstrac- 
tion, but notice that a great change had taken 
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place. The piano, which had only been hired 
for a month, had vanished ; M. Laurent and 
Madame Legrand were quarrelling over piquet 
to their heart's content ; the De Lorrains, who 
were eating cakes and drinking lemonade, eyed 
him with defiance; dominoes were reestab- 
lished in their supremacy ; and the old ladies 
were as triumphantly engaged in worsted- work 
as on the night of his first appearance amongst 
them. 

One glance told Tancredi that the bour- 
geois of the Marais had rebelled : his author- 
ity was no longer acknowledged ; he was 
virtually dethroned. Even the most energetic 
minds must sometimes yield to the might of 
fate : thus it was with our hero. Vanquished, 
but unsubdued in spirit, he nevertheless saw 
the uselessness of resistance. Casting a glance 
of withering scorn on his late disciples, he 
spake not a word, but turned upon his 
heel, and left the drawing-room of Madame 
Jacquemin, inwardly passing the fatal fiat, 
"for ever." With signal ingratitude, every 
one uttered an exclamation of triumph on 
witnessing his exit. The remainder of the 
evening was spent in perfect enjoyment— har- 
mony seemed quite restored ; and it is averred 
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that, notwithstanding the late painful circum- 
stances that had occurred, the quarrels of M. 
Laurent and the fair widow were marked by 
unusual amenity. 

The day after his defeat, Tancredi wrote 
to Charlemagne Champion a letter of seven 
pages, in which he related, with great seem- 
ing bitterness of spirit, his vain attempt to 
civilize a parcel of barbarians, and instil 
into their uncultivated minds a love of the 
fine arts, and a sound political creed. He 
ended by exclaiming against the cruelty of 
mankind, that would not allow him one 
moment's repose ; and as he had little 
doubt that the malice of his antagonists 
would drive them to every extremity, spoke 
of exiling himself in some remote solitude, 
where his wounded spirit might perhaps 
at last find rest ! 

By return of post he received the fol- 
lowing answer: 

" Dear Tancredi, 

" I am by no means astonished at your 
failure; you have met with a fate common to 
all great spirits ; you ought not, therefore, to 
mourn, but to rejoice. Had you, however, 
consulted me on the subject, I could have 
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foretold exactly what has happened. What- 
ever you do, never again attempt to civilize 
bourgeois. They are very worthy people 
in their way, but singularly obstinate. They 
like to enjoy themselves according to their 
own stupid old-fashioned manner. As they 
are fast disappearing from the surface of 
the land, it is only an act of mercy to 
allow them to Uve unmolested. Henceforth 
heed them not, but turn all your eflPorts 
and energies on the rising generation. Give 
up the thought of going into exile; talents 
like yours should not be wasted away in 

a desert. 

"Your devoted 

" Charlemagne Champion." 

But Tancredi was bent on being a per- 
secuted man, and once in his Ufe, at least, 
ah exile. He announced to his father his 
intention of leaving the country for some 
time. Monsieur Mathieu the elder heard 
him with much more composure than, from 
the painful nature of the communication, 
might have been expected ; he even re- 
marked that travelling would do his son 
good, and seemed to view the whole affair 
as one of minor importance. It was in 
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vain that Tancredi endeavoured to impress 
upon his mind that he was going to leave 
his country perhaps for ever. Monsieur 
Mathieu persisted in asserting that he was 
only going to travel, and very calmly bade 
him farewell. 

In a few days Tancredi left Paris for 
Geneva. We will not dwell on the agoniz- 
ing nature of his feelings when, having 
passed the frontier, he beheld from the 
diUgence window the blue hills of his 
country — his native hills, as, forgetting his 
Parisian birth, he called them — vanish from 
his view. For three months he wandered 
on the shores of Lake Leman, and indulged 
in misanthropic reflections on the folly and 
ingratitude of mankind. At the expiration 
of that term — during which he had been, 
to say the truth, the prey to intolerable 
ennui — he gladly hastened back to. Paris, 
without, however, informing his father of 
his intention. On a fine summer evening 
he bent his steps towards his father s house 
in the Marais : he still wore his pointed 
hat, and a travelling cloak enveloped his 
person; a porter who followed him carried 
his luggage. Without allowing himself to 
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be announced, Tancredi, who loved dramatic 
eflFect, rushed into the parlour, where his 
father was seated reading the newspaper, 
and throwing back his cloak, discovered 
himself to the ex-grocer's astonished sight. 
Good Monsieur Mathieu laid down the paper 
instantly, and uttered a very deep hem ; but 
as he was not what is called a very nervous 
man, he did not seem otherwise affected, 
but kindly welcomed his son; and seeing 
that he looked as rosy and happy as ever, 
immediately gave orders for a substantial 
supper. Tancredi, who was rapturously 
gazing through the window on the starlit 
sky of his native city, of course heard or 
heeded nothing of those material concerns; 
" his spirit was far away." 

"Well, Pierre, how did you like Geneva?" 
asked Monsieur Mathieu, turning towards 
his son, whom he never called Tancredi. 

** All places are alike ; he is everywhere 
alone," moodily answered his son in the 
words of Lamennais. 

M. Mathieu, who saw that Tancredi was 
still bent on being wretched, remained silent, 
and took up his newspaper once more. 

" I suppose," resumed Tancredi after a 
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brief pause, " the malignancy of their hatred 
is unabated ? " 

" Of whom are you speaking? " inquired 
his father with seeming surprise. 

" Of M. Jacquemin, his wife, and all 
those whose ingratitude made me fly my 
native land." 

" Oh, they are very well, thank you ; 
they were all inquiring after you only last 
week." 

" I know they hate me ; yet I wish 
them no evil," replied Tancredi, with the 
resignation of a martyr. " I earnestly hope 
they are happy ? " 

"They are indeed quite happy," answered 
his father. 

Tancredi smiled incredulously. " How 
can they be happy," he exclaimed, "when 
they are a prey to all the evil passions 
that disturb mankind? I endeavoured to 
reclaim and civilize them ; I failed in the 
attempt, but I cannot think them hap- 

" Well," said his father, quietly, " since you 
went to Geneva I have seen a good deal more 
of them : I at first found them much irri- 
tated against you." 
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" Ha ! I knew it ! " triumphantly exclaimed 
Tancredi. 

" But I soon succeeded in pacifying them," 
continued his father, without heeding the 
interruption. Tancredi looked as though he 
could have gladly dispensed with this in- 
stance of paternal solicitude. 

" I, moreover, tried to make them happy ; 
not perhaps according to the best manner, 
but according to that best suited to them." 

Tancredi's features expressed unqualified 
surprise : he seemed to wait for something 
else, but his father remaining silent, he at 
last said: "Well, sir, I suppose, by making 
them happy, you mean making them better?" 
M. Mathieu nodded affirmatively. ** If so," 
continued his son, " pray how did you rid 
M. Jacquemin of his intolerable selfishness 
and sordid love of wealth ? " 

" M. Jacquemin," quietly answered the 
father, " is, as you say, selfish, and fond 
of money ; but he is no miser : he has no 
objection to spend large sums, provided it 
is to please himself. Had I advised him, 
as you did, to divide the wealth he did 
not need amongst the poor, he would have 
looked upon me as a madman. When he 
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complained to me of his great ennui, I ad- 
vised him to settle in business some of his 
poor nephews and nieces, whom he had 
always refused to see, lest they should ex- 
pect anything from him. He at first seemed 
very much opposed to this plan; but when 
I reminded him that after his death his 
fortune must belong to his relations, who 
would perhaps squander it away, and that 
it would be more pleasant for him to dis- 
pose of it, according to his own fancy, 
during his lifetime, he quite agreed with 
me, and immediately took steps to place 
his eldest nephew in a dyer's business, 
which he takes great delight in superintend- 
ing. He has likewise provided for his 
other relations, with whom he occasionally 
quarrels, but towards whom he, neverthe- 
less, behaves with much real kindness. He 
still takes in the papers, and has not dis- 
continued the soirees ; but as he now has 
little leisure, he is glad to lend out the 
former to his friends, and enjoys the relax- 
ation of the latter much more than form- 
erly : he is, upon the whole, a happier and 
a better man." 

" Humph ! " almost contemptuously ex- 
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claimed Tancredi. "I had embraced all 
humanity in my plan; yours, I perceive, is 
confined to making a few persons happy." 

" It is at least the more practicable of the 
two," replied his father. 

And I suppose," continued Tancredi, 

that you also succeeded in reconciling 
M. Laurent and Madame Legrand ; who, 
with their insufferable love of flowers, and 
animals, and mutual antipathy, were enough 
to destroy all harmony wherever they ap- 
peared ? " 

" I did not endeavour to reconcile them," 
answered M. Mathieu; " but when M. Laurent 
informed me of all he had to suffer from his 
neighbour the widow, I advised him to marry 
her, upon which he told me in confidence that 
he had been thinking of it for the last ten years, 
and without waiting for a reply, launched out 
into her praises. In short, it ended by his 
requesting me to be the bearer of a letter to 
her, as he averred that he could not summon 
up courage to address her himself. I con- 
sented to undertake this task. On reading 
the letter, which was a very long one, Madame 
Legrand became greatly agitated, said some- 
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thing about a golden fish, but at last declared 
that she forgave him everything." 

"But they are not actually married!" ex- 
claimed Tancredi. 

" They have been so for the last six weeks/' 
rephed M. Mathieu. 

" And do you mean to say," asked his son, 
" that they no longer quarrel?" 

" On the contrary, they quarrel every day ; 
but as it may be safely asserted that it is more 
from the force of habit than from any other 
motive, they can be said to agree very well 
upon the whole. Very little is changed in 
their existence. They hve in the same house ; 
Madame Laurent still occupies the second-floor 
with her animals, and M. Laurent the third 
with his flowers; they enjoy their game of 
piquet, and its accompanying squabble, every 
evening ; and it is my firm belief that their 
greatest cause of complaint against you was 
the attempt you made to deprive them of that 
pleasure." 

Tancredi turned up his eyes to the ceiling, 
and in a tone fall of indignation, began, " Who 
will attempt to fathom the duplicity of man ? 
Who — " Here he became suddenly silent. 
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either overwhelmed by the vastness of the 
subject of his question, or induced to hold his 
peace by the aspect of the supper on the 
table. 

Several days elapsed before Tancredi could 
be induced to accompany his father on a visit 
to M. Jacquemin. He at last expressed his 
consent, by declaring himself " ready to face 
his enemies." His father, who had learned to 
understand his enigmatical mode of speech, 
required no more. They accordingly called 
on the retired dyer the same evening: the 
Bonnets, Laurents, and De Lorrains, were all 
present; they seemed delighted to see our hero, 
and received him with the greatest cordiality. 
When his father commented on this circum- 
stance, Tancredi smiled bitterly, and muttered 
something about the serpent being hidden by 
flowers. But the truth was, that since M. 
Mathieu had given M. Jacquemin's guests to 
understand that his son's mind had been some- 
what disturbed by certain visions, prevalent 
amongst the youth of Prance, their anger had 
been turned into pity, which they now openly 
expressed. But of this Tancredi saw, or would 
see, nothing : they had hated him three months 
back, they must hate him still ; and with this 
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soothing unction to his wounded pride, he en- 
deavoured to comfort himself. 

Several years have elapsed, and no important 
change has occurred in the bosom of the little 
society we have attempted to portray. M. 
Jacquemin has forgotten the name of ennui 
since he followed his friend M. Mathieus 
advice; his poor relations are in a thriving 
condition, and seem to feel much gratitude for 
his kindness. M. Bonnet still menaces his 
friends with an impending European war ; but 
it has been noticed that they have now become 
quite accustomed to the prediction. Madame 
Bonnet, whose thoughts are all bent on matri- 
monial alliances for her daughters, has entirely 
forgotten Abd-el-Kader. M. and Madame 
Laurent quarrel less every day ; it is strongly 
suspected by their friends that the time will 
come at last when they will not quarrel at all ! 
The only great event which has occurred con- 
cerns the De Lorrains ; it seems that, after all, 
they were immensely rich. A law-suit, which 
lasted for several years, had prevented them 
from entering into the enjoyment of their 
fortune. The old hotel is shut up : its inha- 
bitants have removed to a fashionable neigh- 
bourhood, where they live in stjde, and keep 
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their carriage. Circumstances have wonder- 
fully altered their outward appearance. They 
all have quite a bold and prosperous air. 
They frequently invite their former patrons to 
their parties ; but either the Jacquemin set are 
hurt at the long deception practised upon 
them, or they have not yet made up their 
minds to forgive the De Lorrains their sudden 
and unexpected prosperity ; for, with the ex- 
ception of the first invitation, which they only 
accepted out of curiosity, they have declined 
all other requests, taking in high dudgeon the 
splendour of the entertainment offered to them. 
It is, nevertheless, suspected that they will 
relent in time, if not for their own sakes, at 
least for that of their children, to whom, as 
Madame Bonnet observes, they will, of course, 
feel desirous of securing the comfort of a rich 
acquaintance. But Madame Laurent, who 
stiU entertains a grudge against her neighbour, 
declares that she has other designs on the De 
Lorrains, and is determined to keep her eye 
upon her. We must not forget to record that 
several of the old ladies have been cut away 
by the remorseless hand of death. It is 
worthy of notice, that those who still survive 
have never been able to forget Tancredi's un- 
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lucky likeness to Marat ; they evidently look 
upon tliis circumstance as very suspicious. 

This brings us naturally to our hero. Of 
him we have very httle to say. He is, to all 
appearance, as rosy, and happy-looking, and 
miserable in reality as ever. His father, 
nevertheless, asserts that he has of late mani- 
fested symptoms of change. His hat is not 
quite so pointed, his shirt collar is no longer 
Byronian, and his hair has actually been 
cropped quite close by the neighbouring hair- 
dresser, who declares that he only followed his 
positive orders. But what looks more ominous 
still is, that the name of Tancredi has vanished 
from his cards, which now only bear plain P. 
Mathieu. Whatever may be the causes of this 
change — and whether it is to be attributed to 
his failure in not being able to become a per- 
secuted man, or whether there is some other 
motive for it — it seems, nevertheless, very 
probable that a crisis in P. Mathieu's charac- 
ter is at hand. Some persons have been found 
who begin to think, like his father, that he 
may, after all, settle down into a sober, sensible 
individual : a supposition the more probable, 
that he actually has been heard to talk of 
marrying and entering into business ; and 
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that, after all, his youthftd follies were more 
fit subjects for good-humoured ridicule than 
for real apprehension — a remark -which many 
individuals have actually applied to the Young 
France party itself. 
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ADRIEN. 

In a gloomy and winding street of the 
cit^ there stands an old crazy-looking house 
seven stories high, which appears to have 
been most uncomfortably squeezed and 
narrowed up by its more modem neighbours, 
and has upon the whole an insecure and 
tottering air. The gate of this house, as in 
all the poorer dwelUngs, stands ever open for 
the convenience of the numerous lodgers ; 
beyond it extends a low cellar-like arch, 
which terminates with a glimpse of an old 
pmnp in a damp, grass-grown yard ; on the 
left of the arch exists a dark hole — the lodge 
wherein dwells a cross old portress, who has, 
not unnaturally, contracted a dark and mis- 
anthropical view of the world. Night and 
day a lamp is always burning in that lodge, 
whilst a dull, glimmering ray of light, descend- 
ing from a high and remote window, reveals 
the winding staircase which leads to the 
various floors of the house. 
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It was in a garret, situated on the last of 
these seven stories, that there lived, a few 
years ago, an orphan lad named Adrien, and 
his grandmother, an old weak-minded peasant 
woman, who still appeared as great a stranger 
to Paris and Parisian hfe as when she entered 
for the first time the capital of France. To 
the humble abode of this obscure couple we 
will now introduce the reader. The room was 
indeed a mere garret, scarcely more than 
eight feet square, with low ceiling and slanting 
walls ; but though narrow and bare, it was 
neat and clean. The lit de sangle, or framed 
canvass, so common amongst those of the 
Parisian poor who cannot afford room for a 
bedstead, was folded up with its thin mattress 
against the wall; the lame deal table had 
been most scrupulously scrubbed ; no dust or 
stain appeared on the red-tiled flooring ; a 
few battered kitchen utensils which hung on 
the walls were placed with a sort of regard to 
symmetry ; a piece of broken looking-glass 
adorned the mantel-shelf ; near it was suspend- 
ed a five sous portrait of Napoleon, under which 
had been placed, as if in homage, a blooming 
pot of the modest fiower known amongst us as 
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the mignonette, but which in France is 
generally called r^s^da. A golden sunbeam 
which streamed in through the narrow and 
open window, and fell on the little broken 
mirror, brightened the whole place with its 
joyous and cheerful light. 

Near that window now sat in a rickety 
arm-chair Adrien's grandmother, attired in her 
peasant's dress of short and striped woollen 
petticoat, blue jacket, and headgear consisting 
of a printed calico kerchief. Without express- 
ing either ill health or physical infirmity, the 
old woman's sunburnt features betrayed a 
mental helplessness, painful to behold as she 
sat there with her hands folded on her knees, 
watching hstlessly every motion of her active 
grandson. With his shrewd intelligent 
countenance, dark curly hair, and well knit, 
though diminutive frame, he was only fifteen, 
Adrian offered a very favourable specimen of 
the Parisian gamin. The confident bearing, 
decisive attitudes, and frank good-humoured 
accent, revealed at once a true son of Paris. 
The lad was now in a state of great bustle and 
preparation — lighting a charcoal fire, heating a 
pan over it, melting dripping, peeling onions, 
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singing snatches of songs in spite of his smart- 
ing eyes, throwing the onions into the pan 
when the dripping had reached fiying heat, 
and, in short, preparing that favourite French 
dish — onion soup, which ere long was smoking 
on the table in an old earthenware tureen. 

"Come, grandmother," said Adrien, in a 
cheerful tone, " breakfast is ready ; " and he 
closed his eyes and smacked his lips as he 
inhaled the curling vapour which rose from 
his plate. " How rich it looks," he added, 
admiringly. "Upon my word of honour, I 
know nothing better for a working man than a 
dish of onion soup." 

The old woman, without seeming to share 
his enthusiasm, cast a dreary look on the dark 
liquid, and partook of it very slowly. Not 
even the manly, swaggering tone with which 
Adrien concluded his speech had power to 
rouse her. It is true she was accustomed to 
it. When they first began to live together a 
few months before, she had indeed wondered 
with a dreamy sort of perplexity on whose side 
the mistake lay, when she thought Adrien a 
boy, and he evidently considered himself a 
man; but his cool, decisive manner had 
promptly laid the matter at rest, and she 
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would now as soon have dreamed of doubting 
her own identity, as of questioning his 
authority and experience. 

"Well, what shall we have for dinner?" 
said Adrien, who had finished his soup, and, 
balancing himself back on his chair with his 
hands thrust into his pockets, was now watch- 
ing the old woman. 

" Let us have a stew of mutton and hari- 
cots, Adrien," she promptly replied. 

" Grandmother," said he, impressively, " I 
only earn six francs (five shilhngs) a week." 

"Well then a cabbage soup, with a good 
piece of bacon in it." 

" Bacon is horribly dear ; but if you like 
the cabbage without it — " 

" No, I don't," was the snappish answer. 

" I should propose sorrel soup," continued 
Adrien, "but it is no good without eggs, 
which we cannot afford ; or bean soup if we 
had only got beans, which we have not. Do 
you know," he confidentially added, " that we 
have some dripping," his eyes fell on an earthen 
pot standing in the comer of the room, " and 
plenty of onions," he glanced at a bunch 
hanging from a naU on the wall ; " do you 
know I think we could not do better than to 
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have a good, hot, smoking tureenful of onion 
soup." 

" Onion soup ! " indignantly exclaimed the 
old woman ; " why we have had onion soup all 
the week ; Adrien," she pathetically added, 
" do you mean to say we must live on onion 
soup ? " Adrien looked embarrassed, but he 
resolutely replied : 

" Yes, grandmother, we must — if we can- 
not help it." 

" Onion soup made with dripping, too," 
she mournfully added, rocking herself to and 
fro, " and never even a drop of wine." 

" Grandmother," observed her grandson, 
very gravely, and pausing in his task of clear- 
ing away the breakfast things, "you know 
Paris wine gives you the headache. You re- 
member," he added, in a lower tone, "how 
strangely you behaved when that wicked Ma- 
dame Mitron, next door, persuaded you to go 
with her to the barrier. No, no, wine is not 
good for you. It excites you," said he, after 
seeming at a loss for the proper word, "it 
excites you." 

" And to live in such a garret ! " she con- 
tinued, without heeding him. 

" Garret ! " he echoed, glancing admiringly 
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round him ; " why, have you not a good 
warm bed ? " 

" Yes, Adrien, but you sleep on the floor." 

"I prefer it," he hastily repUed; "it is 
more wholesome, you see. And then," he 
resumed, " have you not got a portrait of the 
Emperor, and a looking-glass, and a pot of 
r&^da, and the sun that comes in every morn- 
ing ; and always plenty of bread and soup to 
eat ? " 

" Onion soup, Adrien." 

" Add to which advantage," said Adrien, 
summing up, "that you have nothing to do 
but to walk about Paris all day long, or, if 
you prefer staying at home, to look out of the 
window and enjoy yourself" 

"And look at the smoky chimney-pots," 
replied the old woman, despondingly. 

" Grandmother, I wonder at you! You 
know that you have only to place the table 
near the window — mind the broken foot 
though — and put a chair on the table, and get 
up on the chair yourself, in order to have the 
'finest view possible of the towers of Notre 
Dame." 

But a prospect of the Paris cathedral, 
though thus obtained, did not seem to com- 
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fort Adrien's old relative. She did not like 
Notre Dame; it was too large and gloomy; 
she wanted the little, white, sunny church of 
her own village ; she wanted that village itself, 
with its comfortable dwellings and well-stored 
larders, and abundance of all good things. 
Paris was a drear, dismal place, and Paris she 
would leave. 

" Impossible," interposed Adrien. " In the 
first place, you know you have no one to go 
back to in your own village, as you call it ; 
but even if you had," he added, with an im- 
portant air, " I could not allow you to go." 

The old woman looked up quite bewildered. 
" You do not mean to say, Adrien, that you 
would keep me here against my will ? " 

" Yes, I do. Come," said he, sitting down 
by her, and speaking with sudden gravity, 
" you know — for you were by — and it is not 
long ago, what my poor father said to me on 
his death-bed, ' Adrien, my boy,* said he, ' I 
am going away ; God bless you ; be an honest 
working man ; pay your way and take care of 
your poor old grandmother.' Now," observed 
Adrien, after a little pause, " an honest work- 
ing man I believe I am ; my way I have paid 
till now ; we are not like old Madame Mitron, 
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who drinks all she has, never pays her rent, 
and looks another way when she passes before 
the sour old portress's lodge ; we can look the 
landlord himself straight in the face, grand- 
mother ; but that is not all, and I should not 
have done my father's will if I did not take 
care of you ; so you see you must remain with 
me. After all I do earn six francs a week." 

"You are a good lad, Adrien," exclaimed 
his grandmother, sobbing and throwing her 
arms around his neck in a sudden revulsion of 
feeling. 

" Nay," said he, with gravity, " I only do 
my duty as an honest man, you know." 

By this time it was getting late ; and, as 
Adrien said, quite time for him to be gone to 
his work. But whilst completing his pre- 
parations — for he was extremely neat and 
careful of his person — ^he undertook to ad- 
minister consolations to his grandmother, 
whose tears were still flowing. 

" Come, grandmother, don't cry, we all 
have our troubles. If you knew what we car- 
penters have to endure ; and if one happens to 
be short, what advantage is taken of it. Look 
at that Grand Jean, who, because he is six 
foot high, cannot meet one on the staircase 
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without talking of tom-tits. Ah, grandmother, 
if it were not for you—," and a significant and 
ominous frown gathered over the boy's smooth 
brow as he spoke. 

" Holy virgin ! " screamed the old woman, 
"you don't think, Adrien, of attacking that 
big, tall man ? " 

" No, indeed, I do not," gravely answered 
her grandson ; " I hope I know my duty to 
you better. Why, suppose Jean and I were 
to have an aflFair, and I to hit him, and hurt 
him, I should certainly be sent to prison ; 
and then," he pathetically added, " then, what 
would become of you ? " Adrien seemed over- 
whelmed with emotion at the idea. But he 
was now quite ready ; so slinging his basket 
of tools over his shoulder, he embraced his 
grandmother, and hesitatingly observed, " if 
old Madame Mitron should try and lure 
you to the barrier, grandmother, you will 
not go ? " 

" No," she slowly replied. 

'' You know," he said, colouring as he al- 
luded to his old relative's secret infirmity, 
" that wine excites you. 1 shall be back at 
two," he continued, after a pause, " so pray try 
and have the onion soup ready." 
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The name of this unlucky dish immediately 
brought a cloud over the old woman's brow, 
and as he closed the door, Adrien heard 
her muttering " onion soup ! " indignantly. 

Scarcely had Adrien issued on the landing, 
when a door opposite gently opened, and af- 
forded him a ghmpse of a very red and pimpled 
face. " So old Mitron wants to see me out 
before she begins her tricks with poor grand- 
mother," thought Adrien. Madame Mitron, 
seeing herself discovered, no longer affected 
concealment, and nodding at Adrien, with 
what he considered a most insolent familiarity, 
for he was apt to be wonderfully ticklish on 
small poiuts of dignity, cavalierly addressed 
him with a " Bonjour, Adrien." 

" Bonjour, Madame," he loftily replied ; 
" allow me to observe that you might say, 
Monsieur Adrien." 

" Pray, how long have we called ourselves 
Monsieur Adrien ? " she asked, with a sneer ; 
and Madame Mitron burst into a fit of laughter 
which shook her dropsical frame. "Very 
amusing," she observed, when her merriment 
was over; and she clapped the door in his 
face. Adrien disliked Madame Mitron, and 
not without a cause ; " she was always," he 
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said, "endeavouring to corrupt his innocent 
grandmother, luring her to the barrier, where 
she got excited with adulterated wine." He 
was sure his grandmother was no drunkard ; 
she was only new to Paris, and to the neces- 
sity of living on six francs a week. If she 
would only believe him when he assured her 
they were very comfortable upon the whole. 
But she would persist in preferring butter to 
dripping, meat to onion soup, and wine to 
water ! Foolish grandmother ! But he loved 
her for all that, and even with a sort of pride ; 
she has been very handsome, he often thought, 
as he looked admiringly at her sunburnt and 
wrinkled features, where to no other eyes 
would a trace of beauty have been visible. 
Then on a Sunday, when she donned her 
holiday gear, and they went out together, how 
he admired her with her high white cap, the 
gold cross suspended from her neck, and the 
short and full petticoat of flaring pattern. 
They might have been so happy, but for Ma- 
dame Mitron ; why did that weak grand- 
mother yield to her wicked advice and entrust 
her with a gold cross and httle articles of 
coimtry finery, which, through her agency, 
were speedily converted into barrier banquets ? 
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And to think that, after causing all this mis- 
chief, Madame Mitron should presume to in- 
sult him ! 

This was not destined to be Adrien's only 
tribulation on this unlucky morning ; at a turn 
of the staircase he suddenly found himself face 
to face with Grand Jean. Grand Jean was a 
big, heavy, good-tempered working man, a 
native of the mountains of Auvergne, who re- 
sided in the same house with Adrien ; the 
lad's pretensions to equality seemed to afford 
him infinite amusement whenever they met, 
,but when fiery httle Adrien attempted to annoy 
and provoke him in his turn, the colossal Jean 
evidently considered the joke rich beyond 
description. He now gave him a good- 
humoured nod and smile, for he liked the 
lad in his heart, and greeted him with, " and 
how are we getting on this fine morning, 
Adrien ? " 

"Very well," replied Adrien, in a sharp 
tone, and with a peculiarly defiant jerk of his 
head; "please to allow me to pass," he im- 
peratively added, for the burly form of Jean 
obstructed the narrow staircase. 

" Of course," said Jean ; and, without stand- 
ing on one side, he raised his arm horizontally. 
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apparently intimating that Adrien was welcome 
to pass underneath it. Truth compels us to 
declare that he could have done so without the 
greatest inconvenience. 

" Sir ! " said Adrien, colouring to the very 
temples. 

" So we are getting in a pet, as usual," be- 
nignantly remarked Grand Jean, making room 
for him, and gently patting him on the head 
as he spoke. 

" Sir ! " cried Adrien, in a shriller tone, and 
pulling his cap over his eyebrows, for he was 
perfectly exasperated ; but Jean, with provok- 
ing indifference and good-humour, continued 
to ascend the staircase, merely turning round 
to give Adrien a last friendly nod as he vanish- 
ed from his sight. 

" It is better to bear it quietly, for the sake 
of grandmother," heroically observed Adrien 
to himself ; but he swallowed the affront very 
unwillingly, and considered himself an ex- 
tremely iU-used individual. And, indeed, was 
he quite fairly treated? Left on his own 
resources whilst still a boy, he had to support 
himself and his old relative; nay, even to 
control her conduct, and assume all the duties 
and responsibilities of a man; but he was 
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expected to do this without taking any of the 
state and dignity of the character he had to 
sustain. Fortunately for Adrien, he did not 
behold the matter in this light. His self- 
delusion with regard to his own importance 
was without the alloy of a doubt, and he 
ascribed to individual perverseness the occa- 
sional mortifications he endured. But as these 
mortifications were highly unpleasant, and as 
the best of us must occasionally indulge in 
some trifling weakness, Adrien, in order to 
soothe his wounded pride, now thought fit to 
pause before the misanthropical portress's 
lodge — that dark hole where the lamp, like the 
sacred fire on the altar of Vesta, was kept ever 
burning ; and, thrusting in his head, to observe 
with a condescending nod and gracious smile : 
"And how are we getting on to-day, Mfere 
Moreau ? " 

The old portress, who was skimming her 
soup near the fire, looked up with mute sur- 
prise, and for one moment the ladle paused in 
its office ; but before she could recover from 
the amazement into which this audacious in- 
trusion had thrown her, Adrien vanished. 
This little ebullition of vanity restored him at 
once to his usual equanimity of temper. He 
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left the dingy old house, singing like a lark, 
and went down the winding street in the best 
possible humour with himself and the whole 
world. 

At two exactly the gay little Adrien reap- 
peared under the cellar-Uke arch, and he was 
hastening up the gloomy staircase with his 
light and buoyant step, when the cracked 
voice of Madame Moreau called him back. 
He turned round and beheld that lady's thin 
visage scowUng at him from the entrance of 
the dark hole where she spent her life. '* Here 
is the key of your room," she sharply said. 

" Is grandmother out ? " he falteringly 
asked, as he took the key. 

"Yes, she is, and with Madame Mitron 
too ! " and giving Adrien a look of resentful 
defiance, the portress vanished in her den. 
Adrien slowly ascended the staircase. How 
changed now looked the empty room. No 
neatly-laid table with the hot smoking soup 
awaited him after his hard morning's work. 
The poor lad looked around him, sat down, 
and bowing his face between his hands, fairly 
wept. Of what use did it seem for him to 
work so hard, to be frugal and thrifty beyond 
his years, to save and stint in order to live on 
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the six francs a week, to come home with his 
light cheerful bearing. His grandmother was 
gone, disgracing herself — disgracing him. 
When or how would she come back ? This last 
thought was indeed a thought of terror ; the 
young are keenly alive to disgrace. Adrien 
believed that his grandmother's indiscretions 
had until now escaped notice ; every one in the 
house knew of them, but with the native 
delicacy of French politeness, all feigned per- 
fect unconsciousness; even cross old Mfere 
Moreau spared the lad's sensitive pride. 
" How cleverly I must have managed to 
smuggle her in," he often thought, with secret 
exultation ; and when he gave a sigh to his 
old relative's errors, he reflected, like Francis 
I. after the battle of Pavia, that honour at 
least was safe. But if an exposure should take 
place now. Oh ! then he must leave the house 
instantly — nay, the neighbourhood itself, and 
dim visions of quitting Paris altogether even 
floated across his brain. Adrien was too sad 
to prepare onion soup, so he dined on bread 
and dripping. Madame Moreau noticed his 
altered bearing and inflamed eyes, though he 
turned his head away, as he handed her the 
key on going down ; she took, or rather 
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snatched it from him with her usual surliness, 
but her heart was touched at the lad's evident 
sorrow. 

Amongst the habits of this lady (who had 
many) was that of emerging from her lodge 
towards twilight, like a night bird, in order to 
spend the fine summer evenings on the step of 
the street door. From this tribunal of her 
misanthropy she philosophically surveyed the 
world, her arms defiantly folded on her breast, 
her head inclined towards her right shoulder, 
in mournful contemplation of human follies, — 
her whole attitude expressive of supreme dis- 
dain. A scomftd sneer lit up her solemn 
features on these occasions, and bitterlv 
sarcastic remarks fell from her lips. These 
remarks were not narrowly confined to peculiar 
subjects, or directed to certain individuals. 
Attacks on government, with Madame Moreau's 
own suggestions, sneers at rival portresses over 
the way, lamb-like complaints of her own 
private wrongs, hints to ungrateftd lodgers, 
who might regret her when she was dead and 
gone, mingled with sudden and fierce apostro- 
phes directed towards unconscious and in- 
offensive passengers, formed the staple of 
discourses addressed to the world in general, 
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but of which the lodgers, who constantly came 
in and out at this hour, derived the full benefit. 
And much did they dread these evening objur- 
gations in which, with her broken, half- 
abstracted manner, Madame Moreau contrived 
to disclose to the public their most private 
concerns. If Monsieur B. ill-used his wife, 
the portress railed at the men straightway, and 
with singular generosity she only became the 
more explicit in her narrative if there happened 
to exist any little difference between herself 
and Madame B. 

His knowledge of this touching peculiarity 
increased Adrien's apprehensions as he came 
home in the evening. What if the old woman 
had returned, and Madame Moreau, mindful 
of the morning, should pity him aloud for 
having a drunken grandmother! Oh, that 
there were only a back door ! But there was 
none ; and standing in awful majesty on the 
threshold of the arch, with a group of lodgers 
listening to her, he beheld Madame Moreau. 
He took courage, however, and assuming a 
disengaged air, addressed the portress with a 
remark concerning the fineness of the weather. 
She gave him a sour look that implied, " Do 
not imagine you can cheat or deceive me;" 
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but she merely said, " Sir, your key is hanging 
on a naU in the lodge." 

Adrien sighed to learn that his grandmother 
had not yet returned ; but with all that, he 
felt grateful for the old portress's forbearance. 
It was a sad evening for the lad, as he sat in 
the dark, stepping out on the landing every 
five minutes, peeping down the well-like stair- 
case, Ustening anxiously when a knock was 
heard below, and feeling his heart leap up to 
his mouth every time the street door opened 
and closed again. Deceived by the step of 
other lodgers, he thought two or three times 
the truant was returned; a solemn moral 
reproof rose to his lips ; nay, he would feign 
sleep and perfect indifierence. But none of 
the steps ascended the seventh story, and every 
time his illusion vanished Adrien's sorrow came 
back. The house had long been silent, when, 
towards eleven, he heard a weak and tottering 
footstep. "It is only the lodger below," 
thought he, anxious not to deceive himself. 
But the staircase creaked, the step continued 
to ascend, it stopped on the landing, and a 
Kght gleamed through the chink of his door. 
Adrien opened it, and saw Madame Mitron ; 
she was alone. 
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" Where is grandmother ? " he hastily ex- 
claimed. 

** Don't know," she thickly replied, en- 
deavouring to open her door. 

" You shall not go in ; where is she ? " 
cried Adrien, placing himself before her. 

** I tell you I do not know," testily replied 
the old woman. '*We went to the barrier 
for a walk, had a salad, a glass of wine, and 
were coming home, when a crowd divided us 
at the end of the Pont-Neuf. A child had 
been run o^^er ; people said it was not hurt ; 
but I had got such a turn, that I was obhged 
to take five or six glasses of brandy at a 
grocer's before I could get over it." 

" So," indignantly said Adrien, " you lured 
away my weak, innocent grandmother — the 
poor thing would never go to the barrier — 
and then abandoned her, when she does not 
know one street from another, and may get 
into any mischief. God forgive you ! " he 
mournfully added, as he turned away, with 
heart too full for more bittey reproach. 

" God forgive me ! you good-for-nothing 
little scamp," screamed Madame Mitron with 
sudden rage, her eyes well nigh starting out 
of her head, as she shook her candlestick at 
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Adrien. " God forgive me ! How dare you 
hint at such a thing, you mite, you — " 

The rest was lost upon Adrien, who hastily 
descended the staircase, heedless of her 
drunken raiKngs. 

"Monsieur Adrien, if you think I am going 
to sit up for youl^ wrathfuUy observed the old 
portress, as he swiftly passed by her lodge ; 
but the door being half open, he had reached 
the street before the end of her sentence. 
He went straight to the Pont-Neuf ; the acci- 
dent had occurred at noon ; no one had seen 
his grandmother ; a few shops were still open ; 
he went in, made inquiries, and got laughed 
at for his pains. After wandering up and 
down until one, he went home, convinced that, 
in the agony of her remorse, his grandmother 
had made away with herself. " She need not 
have been afraid, I would have forgiven her," 
sadly thought Adrien. He had at first 
doubted whether his knock at the door 
would procure him admittance, but when, 
in reply to a shrill inquiry, he had given his 
uame, it quickly opened. On seeing that he 
was alone, Madame Moreau gave a peculiar 
look and growl from beneath the shadow of 
her peaked night-cap, and handing him a Kght, 
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an act of singular courtesy, said, " take that," 
almost gently. 

Notwithstanding his sorrow, Adrien slept 
that night — youth will sleep — but with a sad, 
troubled slumber. Though the sun shone 
brightly in the httle room when he woke up, 
he felt miserable. The unswept floor, the 
fragment of his last hurried meal on the table, 
the dusty mantel^shelf, the pot of r^s^da 
drooping for want of water, everything, even 
an old gown of his grandmother's thrown on a 
chair, made him feel dispirited and low. He 
rose and dressed hurriedly ; for breakfast he 
cared not ; bread and dripping would do very 
well. Scarcely was he attired when a knock 
was heard at the door. " Tidings from her," 
thought Adrien, and he rushed to open. 
Alas! no; it was only misanthropic Madame 
Moreau, with an immense soup-plate full of 
good beef-tea in her hand. 

" Come, take it," said she, abruptly ; " you 
want it, wandering all night ; those who did 
the mischief were safe in bed; maybe they 
have good reasons to stay there," she added, 
talking and nodding with deep sarcasm at the 
door of Madame Mitron. "But next Mon- 
day is rent day; we shall see whether those 
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that drink and do not pay are to remain. 
Will you take this hot plate out of my hand, 
or am I to stay here all day ? '' she sharply 
added, turning round on Adrien. He was 
profuse in his acknowledgments, but without 
heeding them, she hobbled down-stairs, mut- 
tering her wonder that she had ever come up, 
and looking very surly, as though to apologize 
to herself for having comi^itted this Httle act 
of kindness. As he drank his soup, Adrien 
thought how much his grandmother would 
have relished it, and then he wondered where 
she was that morning, and whether she had 
got any breakfast. This latter thought made 
him feel that he must resume his search with- 
out loss of an instant. In a few minutes he 
was ready, and proceeding hastily down-stairs. 
He had reached the third-floor when a hand, 
laid heavilv on his shoulder, made him turn 
round ; he looked up, and saw Grand 
Jean. 

" Adrien,'* said the tall Auvergnat, in a 
bashful, hesitating sort of manner, " I am not 
busy this morning ; I — I — can go with you, 
and help to look.'* 

" You are very kind," rephed Adrien ; and 
as he shook Jean's hand, he turned his head 
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away ; " very, especially after the insulting 
manner in which I spoke to you yesterday/' 

" Nonsense," said Jean, squeezing the lad's 
hand so hard that other tears besides those of 
emotion rushed to his eyes ; " you never in- 
sulted me, child." 

" Yes, indeed I did," remorsefully answered 
Adrien. " It was the tone, you know ! " 

" Well, never mind ; I forgive you." 

" Impossible ! " resumed Adrien, somewhat 
nettled ; " you do not know the badness there 
was in my heart against you. If it had not 
been for grandmother's sake, I would have 
knocked you down." 

"Would you, indeed," said Jean, with a 
grave, good-humoured smile, and giving the 
lad a slap on the shoulder that made him 
stagger. 

" Yes, I would," stoutly said Adrien, as soon 
as he had recovered his breath ; '' so pray," 
he mournfully added, " do not be kind ; I can- 
not bear it." 

" I teU you I bear no malice ; and you are 
such an insignificant-looking little fellow, that 
people will never mind you if you go alone ; 
so let us be off. ' 

Adrien bridled up, and wondered whether he 
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could in honour accept of assistance thus 
offered. But Jean settled the matter by tak- 
ing it for granted ; and the lad, moreover, 
secretly felt the force of his reasoning ; so, 
without further resistance on his part, they 
sallied out. It was a hot, sultry day, and a long 
and weary walk they had. They visited 
barriers, and innumerable corps de gardes, or 
station-houses, but no grandmother could be 
found. " It is my fault," said Adrien, de- 
sperately ; " I should have locked her up." 
Jean with difficulty persuaded him he was 
not to blame. After a search of several hours, 
Jean began to lose all hope, but Adrien seemed 
unwearied. They at length lit on a clue to 
the object of their search in a remote corps de 
garde. An old, half-witted peasant-woman, 
unable to give a proper account of herself, had 
been apprehended the preceding evening. 

"Where is she?" cried Adrien, eagerly 
looking round. " Oh ! she was gone before 
the magistrate, and was probably tried for 
vagabondage by this." 

" Oh ! Jean ! " exclaimed Adrien, " let us go 
before they send her to prison." 

He started off, and sped along the street 
«t a rate with which Jean could scarcely 
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keep up, and which made sober passengers 
stare. At length the police-court was 
reached ; it was crowded ; Adrien pushed 
right and left desperately, but in vain, till 
Grand Jean, with two or three vigorous 
elbowings, had cleared the way for his 
friend. Adrien paused not to utter thanks ; 
he sprang forward to the front of the court; 
a rapid glance showed him that the be- 
wildered old woman who sat at the bar 
wringing her hands, and answering, with 
perplexed look, the questions of the magis- 
trate, was indeed his grandmother. For- 
getting everything in his joy, he hastily 
exclaimed with his own cheerful, confident 
voice, "Do not be afraid, grandmother; I 
am here ; they wont hurt you." 

The old woman uttered a low exclama- 
tion, whilst every look went round the 
court in search of her protector, and lit at 
length on the diminutive form of Adrien 
with mingled amusement and surprise. 

"AVho is that child? What does he 
want ? " asked the magistrate. 

" I am not a child, sir,'' said Adrien, 
colouring, and raising himself on tiptoe, "I 
am a working man. I earn six francs a 
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week. I am come for my grandmother, 
whom Madame Mitron lured away." 

"Ls this old womian your grandmother?" 
said the magistrate, smiling. 

" Yes, sir," answered Adrien, sighing. 
" If she only took my advice, and not 
Madame Mitron's, she would not be here. 
I am sure," he continued, somewhat huskily, 
" I do not ill-use her ; I would scorn to 
ill-use a woman, much less my own grand- 
mother. But then she does not like drip- 
ping nor onion soup, and we cannot afford 
butter or fricot (stew)." 

" Do not be hard upon me, Adrien," 
sobbed the old woman. 

" No, grandmother, I will not, and I am 
sure Monsieur le President looks too kind 
to be hard upon you either. Monsieur 
will reflect that you are old, weak-minded, 
and that Madame Mitron, who is very 
cunning, takes you out to drink at your 
expense. You do not drink, grandmother," 
he added, anxious to save her from the 
reproach of drunkenness, that most un- 
womanly vice, so rare in France. 

" And, Monsieur le President," here in- 
terposed Jean, laying his heavy hand on 
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Adrien's shoulder, "spare the old woman 
for the sake of the lad, as honest a one 
as ever breathed. If," he continued, heed- 
less of Adrien's indignant looks, " if he does 
talk too much like a man, for one with 
such a beardless chin, why I say it is be- 
cause he has the heart of a man." 

The magistrate smiled. " You are dis- 
charged," said he to the old woman. "Be- 
lieve me, abide by your grandson's advice, 
and shun Madame Mitron." 

He rose, for this was the last c^se, the 
assembly dispersed, and in a few minutes 
the place was empty. 

Adrien's grandmother looked very much 
humbled and cast down as they went home. 
This distressed him infinitely ; he did his 
best to cheer her, invented numberless ex- 
cuses for her, and threw all the blame on 
luckless Madame Mitfbn. 

" But where is Jean? " said he, suddenly 
breaking off, and looking round as they 
turned the comer of their own street. Jean 
had vanished, and though Adrien knew it 
not, it was some time since they had parted 
company. Although evening was drawing 
on, Madame Moreau did not occupy that 
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post on the door-step from which she sur- 
veyed and attacked the world. Adrien 
peeped into the lodge as he took his key ; 
the lamp was as usual dimly burning, but 
she who kept alive that sacred flame was 
invisible. 

" Grandmother," said Adrien, as they 
went up the staircase, "you are hungry of 
course ; but," added he, looking at her 
wistfully, *^I can only give you onion soup." 

" Anything, Adrien," sobbed the old wo- 
man ; " dripping itself is too good for me." 

" No, that it is not," said he, resolutely ; 
" and if," he added, raising his voice, " if 
any one should look sideways at you for 
what has passed, let that person expect to 
settle it with me. And if," he continued, 
louder still, and looking defiantly at Ma- 
dame Mitron's door, for they had reached 
their own landing, **if certain nameless 
individuals, be they men or be they wo- 
men," he loved the plural number for its 
dignity, " should attempt to mislead you 
again, let them understand that they have 
been mentioned to the magistrate, and that 
there are such things as commissaries of 
police." Here Adrien paused, in order to 
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give Madame Mitron time to come forth 
and answer his challenge, but she remained 
within, fairly owning herself conquered. 

When they entered their own little room, 
Adrien stopped short, and uttered an ex- 
clamation of surprise : the floor was swept, 
the place had been carefully dusted and 
set to rights, the r^s^da was itself again, 
the table was laid out, and the charcoal 
fire only needed the appUcation of a Ughted 
match. 

" This is all Madame Moreau s doing," 
said Adrien, " and I," he remorsefully 
added, " I, who said so often she was a 
sour old thing! Grandmother," he con- 
tinued in his habitual and cheerful tone, 
"just Ught the fire, if you please. I will 
peel the onions." 

In a few minutes the fire was kindled, 
the dripping was hot in the pan, and the 
onions on being cast in filled the room 
with their merry, hissing sound. 

" Grandmother," exclaimed Adrien, with 
glee, " it will be, though made with drip- 
ping, the best soup you ever had. Not, 
mind you," he prudently added, " that 
butter may not be preferable for some 
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tastes, but if one cannot afford it, what is 
the nse of not making the best of what 

one has ? " 

A knock at the door interropted Adrien's 
discourse. " Come in," cried he, thinking 
it was Jean. It was not Jean ; it was a 
waiter from a neighbouring cook-shop, who 
deposited a tray of covered dishes on the 
table. 

*' Monsieur Adrien ; paid for," said he, 
sententiously, and he left the room; whilst 
Adrien and his grandmother looked at one 
another in mute surprise. 

" Ah ! " suddenly cried Adrien, " I see 
now why Jean left us. Grandmother, look ! 
here is a splendid stew of mutton and hari- 
cots ; you wished for one. And see this 
magnificent piece of veal ! Why there is 
enough for a week ! Oh, where is Jean ? " 

He flew down-stairs, and searched on 
every one of the seven floors, but neither 
• Jean nor Madame Moreau were to be found ; 
like the genii of an eastern tale, they van- 
ished when their favours were conferred. 

" Grandmother," said Adrien, as returning 
from his fruitless search -he sat down with 
hk old relative to their luxurious meal, " I 
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hope you will never go out again with ^ki< 
dame Mitron ; but if you had not gone, we 
should never have — " 

" Had this good dinner," put in the old 
lady, whose gourmandise was not quite sub- 
dued. 

" No, grandmother," said he, gravely, " we 
should never have known how much kindness 
towards us there lay hidden in the hearts of 
Madame Moreau and Grand Jean." 

Three years have passed away : Adrien, cheer- 
ful, honest, industrious as ever, inhabits the 
sunny old garret; but he has taken for his 
grandmother the room formerly occupied by 
Madame Mitron, who was disgracefully expelled 
shortly after the events we have narrated. 
Since this fortunate occurrence, his old relative 
has given Adrien no further trouble ; and, as 
his earnings have greatly increased, they live, 
as he says, " in luxurious style." Grand Jean 
still dwells in the gloomy old house. He and 
Adrien are great friends ; he occasionally ban- 
ters the youth, who has not grown much, on 
his diminutive appearance ; but Adrien, mind- 
ful of former kindness, and proud of his 
dawning moustache, takes it all very good- 
temperedly. Madame Moreau is as mis- 
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anthropic as ever ; but, as Adrien says, " she 
is found out, and no one believes her now." 
This, however, excites great wrath in the old 
.portress, who takes as much pride in her 
fancied scorn and hatred of mankind, as 
others are apt to take in their imaginary 
philanthropy and benevolence. 
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THE MYSTERIOUS LODGER. 



Who does not Kke mystery? The heart- 
less, the cold, the unimaginative assm'edly. 
All poetical natures love it and live in it. 
Without mystery they exist not. Life is dull, 
commonplace, and cold, unless they have it. 
Give it to them, therefore, by all means. Let 
the RadcKffian cup of romance — but we will 
not anticipate. 

Monsieur Hyacinthe was a widower of middle 
age and retired habits. He was pale, thin, 
and bald, but these unromantic peculiarities in 
his personal appearance did not prevent him 
from being a passionate lover of romance and 
mystery. Indeed it is a vulgar and sad mis- 
take to suppose that only youth and beauty 
love romance and mystery. Youth and 
beauty have a great many other matters and 
objects to engross their attention. It often 
happens, too, that they are cool, calcidating. 
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and sometimes actually inclined to worldli- 
ness. 

Monsieur Hyacinthe was timid and some- 
what cautious. The world was so mysterious, 
the people in it were so full of mysteries, that 
really one could not be too careful. Thus 
Monsieur Hyacinthe had got to be on his 
guard with every one, from his important and 
stately landlord. Monsieur Moreau, down to 
his sharp-tempered portress, Madame Latour. 

Owing to this pecuharity in his temper. 
Monsieur Hyacinthe resided alone in a small 
apartment on the third-floor of a quiet house 
in a lonely street. He kept no servant ; the 
danger of living alone was not equal to the 
peril of having a perpetual spy and watch by 
Jus side, or, to use Monsieur Hyacinthe's own 
words, " of cherishing a foe in his bosom." 
But if Monsieur Hyacinthe had no servant he 
had a servant's room, which he prudently 
under-let furnished when he could possibly 
secure a lodger, which was but seldom, owing, 
perhaps, to the gins and traps, in the way of 
preKminary conditions, with which he cautious- 
ly intrenched his premises. This room was 
in its usual state of vacancy, and Monsiexnr 
Hyacinthe, after perplexing his mind to dis- 
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cover for what peculiar motive his room did 
not let when other rooms let all around him, 
had come to the conclusion that there was a 
fatality in it. 

"There is a fatahty in it/' he muttered, 
drawing on his night-cap ; and settling himself 
comfortably by the fireside, he opened his 
newspaper in order to read the detailed ac- 
coimt of the last murder : like many timid in- 
dividuals, Monsieur Hyaxjinthe dehghted in 
the sad and the horrible. 

Monsieur Hyacinthe had not read a line, 
when he was disturbed by a ring at the door. 
He laid down his paper, and with the coolness 
which a constant habit of such thoughts 
rendered natural, he said meditatively : 

" Thieves ! Of course I shall not open. It 
is too early for burglars." 

The ring was impatiently repeated. 

" A visitor, perhaps 1 " pursued Monsieur 
Hyacinthe. " Let him stay out — it is too late 
to receive visits." 

A third time the ring was heard. 

Monsieur Hyacinthe's heart turned cold. 
Such a ring at nine at night must be thieves, 
visitors, or fire. No sooner did the last fear- 
ful suggestion offer itself to his mind than, 
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foTgetfiil oi his ni^t-cap or every prudential 
consideration, McHisienr Hyadndie precipitately 
rushed to the door, which he ftung (^en. 

A pale, slendrar, Mr-haired young man 
about twenty, but whose manntsrs were re- 
markably cod and self possessed, was standing 
on the landing. He was showily attired, and 
smelt very strcMigly of Eau de Col(^e ; the 
thumb of his left hand was placed in his 
corresponding waistcoat pocket; in his other 
hand he held a smaQ and flexible badine. 

" Well, sir," said he, frowning on Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, as much as his yery smooth fore- 
head and eyebrows would allow him to frown, 
'* do you know that I have rung five times at 
your door ? " 

" I protest, sir," stanunered forth Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, " I only heard three rings." 

" Then, sir," observed the stranger, sternly 
eyeing him from head to foot, "then, sir, it 
was extremely, exceedingly impertinent in you 
not to open sooner. You have a room to let 
— show it to me." 

But Monsieur Hyacinthe, who disliked this 
authoritative tone, promptly replied that it was 
too late to see the room. "It is not the 
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legal hour, sir," he said, with some dignity ; 
" the legal hour is from noon till sunset." 

The stranger smoothed his chin, smiled, and 
repUed blandly : 

" And so, sir, you actually think that a 
gentleman will grope up three pair of stairs, 
ring at doors, and walk down again, balked of 
his will, because you please that it should be 
so. Sir, why is there a bill up ? I insist on 
seeing the room." 

Monsieur Hyacinthe protested, but the 
stranger was peremptory ; and as it was one 
of his, Monsieur Hyacinthe's, maxims, that a 
wise man ought to submit to anything in 
order to avoid a present risk, he yielded at 
length, though not without caUing on every 
one to witness that he was no longer a free 
agent. As the stranger was the only person 
who could hear this protest, it was useless ; 
but Monsieur Hyacinthe's conscience was 
satisfied — he- had done everything which a 
brave and peaceable man could do, and he 
proceeded to show the furnished room to the 
stranger, now folly warned of his illegal con- 
duct. The young man cast a careless look 
aroimd him, observed that the room suited 
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him, and throwing two gold pieces on the 
table, bade Monsieur Hyacinthe pay himself 
for the first month's rent, and keep the 
change until another month was up. 

" Sir," said Monsieur Hyacinthe, " you 
have not heard my conditions. I am a 
quiet man, sir ; this room is near my rooms ; 
I like to be quiet. I allow no noise, sir, no 
loud talking, never any music or singing on 
any account. And I am partictdar, sir, very 
particular. I feel convinced this room would 
never suit you." 

" I like it," said the stranger, " and I like 

you." 

Monsieur Hyacinthe nevertheless was going 
to declare that, though his visitor liked him, 
the room was not suited to him, and would 
not do at all, when the young man, not giving 
him time to remonstrate, proceeded to inform 
him that he could apply to Madame S^bil- 
lard, number three, the next street, his present 
landlady and abode, for references ; but that, 
as he hated hypocrisy, he would give him 
his character himself ; and in order to do this 
with due comfort, he composedly sat down on 
the bed. 

" My name," he began, " is Henri Renaudin. 
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Is it my real name? That is of no con- 
sequence. My father is rich : I might live 
in his hotel if I liked ; but there is a step- 
mother in the way, and I wish to be free. 
Still you will say — Why come to a poor 
place like this? I have private reasons for 
doing so ; but to satisfy you, we will say a 
whim brought me hither, or rather let it be 
the wish of studying human nature in all its 
infinite variety ; " and as though pleased 
with this euphonious sentence, M. Renaudin 
repeated it several times in a complacent 
tone. 

M. Hyacinthe here wanted to slip in a 
remark ; but the other was too quick for 
him. " I know what you are going to say 
— Does my father allow me much ? No ; 
but I make him pay the same tailor's bills two 
or three times over: I never pay my tailor 
myself; it is really too shabby," added M. 
Renaudin, with profound contempt for the 
meanness of such an act. "You need not 
speak," he continued, seeing that M. 
Hyacinthe was opening his mouth ; " I 
know what you are going to say — How do 
I get money ? The easiest thing in the 
world : I have already spent three fortunes. 



154 SEVEN TEARS. 

of which I never touched a sou. My 
mother's fortune was the first. Oh, no! 
now I think of it, it was my cousin's five 
hundred thousand francs that went first. 
Ah! they are all gone. Then came my 
mother's property — gone too: and my old 
uncle's fortune is going now. He is still 
aUve, but he has made a will in my favour, 
so that I live on my future expectations. 
You seem astonished ; it is very easy : I can 
put you in the way : borrow money at the 
rate of two or three hundred per cent., spend 
it, give parties, and so forth ; you will find 
that a moderate fortune does not last much 
more than a year. But you look economical : 
well, then, let us say eighteen months, if you 
wish to see old Isaac." 

" Thank you, sir," precipitately interrupted 
M. Hyacinthe: "you were speaking about 
your character ? " 

" You are welcome to it. In the first place, 
I am a dreadful gambler and a fearful spend- 
thrift. I delight in throwing money out of 
the windows, and seeing the people rush and 
fight for it. Does this window look out on 
the street? No: ah, sorry for it. Never 
mind, we shall find an opportunity. I see 
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you are greatly shocked; can't help it, my 
dear sir — family failing — my mother was a 
charming woman, but very extravagant, yet 
greatly admired by the other sex ; and, to say 
the truth, I believe that I have also inherited 
this peculiarity — that is to say, reversed; but 
I hate vanity, so we will drop the subject. 
Well, I think you have my character correctly 
now. Stop, I was forgetting one very 
remarkable peculiarity : I am dreadfully 
violent, a famous duellist, and when excited, 
would no more mind throwing you out of the 
window than I would the smoking of a cigar ; " 
and as an apt illustration of this happy 
comparison, M. Renaudin drew a cigar from 
his cigar-case, and Kghting it from the candle 
held by M. Hyacinthe, began smoking it with 
great composure. 

** Sir," ejaculated the alarmed M. Hyacinthe, 
endeavouring to smile, "this is only some 
pleasant joke of yours. Remember the window 
is very high ; you would not have the heart 
to throw a poor man from a third-floor ? " 

But M. Renaudin said he had the heart to 
do anything ; should feel extremely sorry 
when it was all over, but could not help it ; 
had therefore thought it best to mention 
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this weakness, as it would be more pleasant to 
both parties if nothing of the kind occurred. 
" And now," he added, '' that everything is 
explained, I think that, as I feel rather sleepy, 
you may leave me." 

" I cannot allow that," uneasily exclaimed 
Monsieur Hyacinthe ; " I must give notice to 
the police." 

" I scorn the police," answered Renaudin, 
with deep contempt. 

" Sir," indignantly exclaimed Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, who was gradually edging 
towards the door, " you fail in the respect due 
to the constituted authorities : your language 
is very illegal." 

"I delight in everything illegal," was 
R^naudin's profane reply. 

"Then, sir," resolutely observed Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, now on the landing, " I shall alarm 
the house." 

"Do," answered Monsieur Renaudin ; " there 
will be noise, fighting, smashing of window- 
panes, &c., — things in which I rejoice — 
another trait in my character. But if you 
have a bone or two broken in the affray, 
do not say you received no warning." 

This was uttered with such suavity of man- 
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Aer, and the speaker had such a fair, meek 
face, of which the most prominent features 
were large eyes of a pale blue, a fat nose, and 
a retreating chin, that he did not seem the 
most likely individual to carry his threat into 
execution ; but Monsieur Hyacinthe, who 
knew what horrible mysteries often lay hid 
under the fairest aspect, and who never trusted 
to personal appearances when his safety was 
at stake, submitted, though not without a pro- 
test, and ended by putting the two Napoleons 
in his pocket, and leaving Monsieur Renaudin 
master of the field of battle. Fear was not 
his only reason for acting thus : being a con- 
siderate man, he did not like to disturb a 
quiet house. Besides, he was not sorry to let 
his room to an individual who could afford to 
throw money out of the window ; for though 
it is very well to discountenance extravagant 
people, every one knows that it is profitable 
to deal with them in the long run. There 
might be, too, a vague mysterious pleasure for 
Monsieur Hyacinthe in having this mysterious 
individual under the same roof with himself ; 
a pleasure the more exquisite, that his 
tenant's room adjoined that in which he slept, 
and that when he, Monsieur Hyacinthe, had 
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retired to bed, he could distinctly hear Mon- 
sieur Renaudin sneeze three times. Strange 
thoughts came to Monsieur Hyacinthe, — ^was 
this sneezing a signal, who knew, who could 
tell ? Dreams of Renaudin breaking open his 
door, and approaching his bed-side with a 
scowl, soothed Monsieur Hyacinthe's slumbers 
that night. 

Early the next morning the mysterious 
lodger went out. As soon as he was down 
the staircase. Monsieur Hyacinthe, who had a 
double key, entered his room, and with a sigh 
of relief found that Monsieur Renaudin had 
carried away nothing ; which was the less sur- 
prising that, save an old candlestick and a pair 
of snuffers, there was nothing portable in the 
room. 

This important fact being ascertained, Mon- 
sieur Hyacinthe hastened to call on Madame 
S^billard. 

He found a busy, talkative lady, whose 
thoughts did not seem to go beyond the con- 
cerns of the famished house of which she called 
herself mistress. At first she completely 
misunderstood his purpose, and insisted on 
letting him her first-floor for the moderate 
sum of three hundred francs a month. " A 
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bargain, I assure you," she said, "a dead 
bargain." 

" Madame, you do not understand — " 

" Oh, yes I do — you want that Kttle back 
room with the chintz sofa. Well, then, you 
shall have it. I had promised it to the English 
lord ; but you shall have it." 

"Madame, you do not understand me," 
austerely resumed Monsieur Hyacinthe ; " I 
came at this early hour to inquire into the 
character of a mysterious individual, who left 
you under strange and sudden circumstances 
yesterday evening. He called himself to me 
Renaudin ; his real name you perhaps know." 

Madame S^billard's busy face took a touch 
of melancholy. 

" It was a great pity," she said, " but what 
could I do? I Uked him very much, the 
dearest, gentlest, meekest lamb I ever ha,d, 
but what could I do ? I put it to you, sir ; if 
I did not take Renaudin's room I could not 
let my second-floor. He bore the dismissal 
with angelic sweetness, quite entered into 
my feelings, and went to you, I suppose." 

" Madame, there is something in aU this," 
suspiciously said Monsieur Hyacinthe. " You 
confess you dismissed this singular being from 
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your house. What had he dcme ? who, what 
U he ? " 

" The sweetest-tempered lodger I ever had, 
and the quietest," lephed Madame S^iDanl ; 
" I should have been dehghted to keep him, 
if I could have let mv second-floor without 
his room, but I could not. It was sad, voy. 
As to what he does to earn a Uving, you had 
better ask him — I alwavs took him to be 
au employ^, or something of the sort." 

This shallow attempt to impose on his 
credulity. Monsieur Hyacinthe was gomg to 
receive with an indignant remonstrance, when 
the appearance of a yellow-haired English 
family, in search of an apartment, made Ma- 
dame S^illard deaf and blind, or rather took 
aiid transferred her senses fi\>m him to her 
fixture lodgeis. 

Mon»eur Hyacinthe withdrew, profoundly 
ila^usted with so much duplicity, and more 
dbto erer oonvinoed of the universal tendency 
whoA erery individual had to cheat and de- 
MPre hwL As he entered the house in which 
heiP&Ai/^ meditating how aQ this would end, 
Hmitimt' Lstour, the portress, screamed shiilly 

^Magmdm Hyacinthe, will you please to 
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give me ten sous for that letter? — give it to 
him, Minna, — and another time. Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, I shall be obliged to you if you 
will kindly tell me when you take in lodgers 
at nine at night." 

Madame Latour's niece, Minna, a stout, red- 
haired girl, handed the letter to Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, who hastily put it back on per- 
ceiving that it was directed to Monsieur 
Renaudin. 

"With anything belonging to that man," 
he said, solemnly, " I will have nothing to do. 
There may be gunpowder in that letter, for all 
I know." 

" Gunpowder!" said Madame Latour, coming 
forward, " smell it, Minna." 

Minna did as she was bid, and declared the 
letter was scented. 

" Do not trust it ! " ejaculated Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, " and do not trust the man to whom 
it is directed." 

" I have a great mind to put a match to it," 
said Madame Latour, who had a Baconian turn 
for experiments. 

" The risk be on your own head," 
solemnly said Monsieur Hyacinthe, " but 

mark my words, Madame Latour, distrust 
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that singular individual he was obliged to 
rely a good deal on Monsieur Renaudin 
himself. This strange being went out early 
in the morning and came home late at 
night, just like the most commonplace 
biped. Occasionally, indeed, he hinted in 
a dark and gloomy tone at certain deeds 
in which he had been engaged during the 
day ; but though Monsieur Hyacinthe's hair 
" stood on end to hear him," as he elegantly 
expressed it, this was all he could learn, 
and every one agreed that the information 
was exceedingly vague. 

There was, however, a kind of fearful 
charm in Renaudin's conversation for the 
peaceful Hyacinthe; for though, of course, 
it was very shocking to hear his guest speak 
with unparalleled and revolting coldness of 
the innocent hearts he had broken through 
mere wantonness, and of the foes whom 
he had laid in mortal combat at his feet — 
without speaking of all the tailors' bills 
which he had never paid — every one knows 
that those are subjects of the most thrilling 
interest, and which for a long time formed 
the very staple of modern fiction. 

No wonder, therefore, that Monsieur Hya^ 
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cinthe, being fond of the dark and the dismal, 
was fascinated by the gloomy discourse of 
Renaudin. Nor was he the only person on 
whom this mysterious individual exercised 
an influence. Every one in the house, from 
Monsieur Moreau the landlord, who Kved 
on the first-floor, to Madame Latour in her 
lodge, and the httle tailor in his garret, 
declared there was something incomprehen- 
sible about that man. 

Monsieur Moreau, who, having once been 
a deputy, and voted against the freedom of 
the press, thought himself a marked man, 
asserted that it would be prudent to turn 
him out of the house at once, as he was 
probably the spy of a gang of thieves or 
conspirators, both of which characters were 
in his opinion identical; Madame Latour 
called him a libertine and mauvais sujet, 
and strictly forbade her niece Minna to 
cast even a look upon him; the old tailor 
gave a very diflFuse opinion, in which there 
was something about the degeneracy of 
human nature, and the cut of Monsieur 
Renaudin's coat, which was not, it seems, 
at aU orthodox. Monsieur Hyacinthe, who 
knew most on the subject, said least ; 
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"for," as he sententiously observed, "walls 
had ears." Occasionally, however, he ven- 
tured to observe that there was something 
fatal about his lodger's look — that he was, 
like Napoleon, a child of destiny, &c. — 
with which observations every one agreed, 
as being remarkably applicable to Monsieur 
Renaudin. 

But such, however, was the exemplary 
conduct of this strange individual, so re- 
gularly did he pay his rent, and so nearly 
did he, upon the whole, behave like other 
people, that every one began to think him 
a commonplace fellow, and some persons 
went so far as to complain that they 
had been taken in. But events showed 
that their murmurs had been premature, 
and Renaudin soon let them see what he 
could do. 

Madame Latour rose one morning, un- 
warned by presentiments of evil against 
the approaching calamity. She called Min- 
na, who slept in the same room, and on not 
hearing Minna answer she thought nothing, 
save that Minna was oversleeping herself. 
She took a jug of cold water, which she 
held a sovereign remedy against sleepiness. 
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opened tbe curtains, and prepared to let a 
few warning drops faD on Minna's fair 
forehead; but, amazement! the bed was 
empty and cold, — Minna was flown. 

There could be no doubt about it. The 
young girl's clothes and Kttle valuables 
were gone, as well as her perscm. Madame 
Latour's carefuUv-goiarded and admonished 
niece had run awav. But with whom ? 
Who could have thus fascinated her? Some 
one in the house, for Minna never went 
out. Was it Monsieur Moreau? Monsieur 
Hyacinthe, or the old tailor? Impossible! 
A flash of light crossed Madame Latour's 
mind, — it was Renaudin ! 

True, proof was wanting, but was tame, 
commonplace proof ever so potent as suspicion ? 
Madame Latour's suspicion proved to be a 
magnifying-glass of first-rate power, for she 
alarmed the house, called landlord and 
lodgers together, and vowed to be revenged 
on the artful Renaudin, should he presume 
to show his face again in the house, which 
e?eiy one agreed to be extremely unlikely. 

But Renaudin showed them that he was 
ible of anything, for he came home at 
usual hour. Madame Latour began the 
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attack by asking him politely — and Tier 
politeness, being veiy uncommon, always 
foreboded some deep insult — what he had 
done with her niece, Minna ? 

" Ay, sir," she continued, still sweet and 
smiling, "I should like to know — just out 
of curiosity — what you have done with her." 

Monsieur Renaudin must have been a 
consummate actor, for his face expressed 
surprise apparently so unfeigned, that Mon- 
sieur Hyacinthe, who was listening and 
looking over the banisters, was almost stag- 
gered in his beUef of Renaudin's guilt. 

" What I have done with your niece," 
at length said the young man, " why, truly, 
nothing, Madame." 

" I suppose, sir," sharply said Madame 
Latour, " I suppose, sir, you think I am 
bUnd, and that I did not notice the looks, sir, 
— ^mind, the looks my niece cast upon you? " 

Monsieur Renaudin smiled and stroked 
his chin. 

'' I confess you have me there," he said, 
blandly ; " why yes, she did look at me. She 
didy and I will not deny but she may have felt 
much, but I gave her no encouragement. On 
my honour, I did not." 
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"Sir, what do vou mean?" fiercely asked 
Madame Latour. " Look at touI mv niece look 
at you, a girl reared by me 1 Say that yoa 
stared at her, sir, in a shamefol, shameless war, 
bat do not presxmie to assert that she cast a 
glance at you/' 

This sudden and extraordinarv contradiction 
struck Benaudin dumb. He stared at Ma- 
dame Latour as if he thought that lady mad, 
and until she asked him what he meant by it, 
without giving him time to reply, she over- 
whelmed him with abuse. It was in vain that 
he opened his lips to answer her invectives by 
a word of self-defence ; for when she at length 
paused, out of breath. Monsieur Hyacinthe, 
bending over the banisters, said meekly : 

" Well, I do think, sir, that you ought to 
give up this young girl. I do think you 
ought." 

" I think so too," said Monsieur Moreau, 
appearing at the head of the staircase, "I 
am the landlord of this house, and it is my 
duty to insist on the deluded Minna being 
given up to her afflicted aunt." 

" And I say it is a shame Monsieur should 
talk as he has talked of a poor girl, who has 
given up everything for his sake," said 
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the little tailor, who was sitting in the 
lodge. 

" I protest against the disappearance of this 
little red-haired girl being laid at my door," 
indignantly exclaimed Renaudin. " It is a 
slander on my good taste to hint at it. A 
slander which I shall resent," he added, looking 
around him with a fierceness which produced 
immediate, but brief, silence; for Madame 
Latour, being now exhausted, became hysterical, 
and declared that her darling Minna being 
gone, she had nothing to live for ; she partly 
revived, however, when her Mends bade her 
rouse herself for the sake of her lodgers ; and 
she even exerted herself so much as to promise 
Monsieur Renaudin, who was now going up to 
his room, that she would soon be revenged 
upon him. 

" Go up, sir," she said, loftily, " go up. You 
shall suffer for this yet." 

And faithfully, indeed, did she keep her 
word. During a whole week her foe could 
neither leave nor enter the house without 
hearing himself reproached by Madame Latour 
with the abduction of her niece. But hatred 
has quick instincts; and the portress soon 
perceived that the graceless Renaudin was 
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rather flattered at being thus reminded of the 
impression he had produced on the too-sus- 
ceptible heart of the fair Minna : she accord- 
ingly sought for a surer method of inflicting a 
wound, and soon found a very eflPectual one, 
which she practised thrice with great success. 
This was to sleep so soundly at night, that she 
never heard her enemy's knock at the door, 
and that, consequently, Monsieur Renaudin 
had to spend the night in the open air, which, 
as the portress managed to be particularly 
drowsy in rainy weather, was not always very 
pleasant. Of course when he came in in the 
morning, Monsieur Renaudin raved at Madame 
Latour in an awful manner, and uttered such 
fearful threats of vengeance, that the alarmed 
Monsieur Hyacinthe assured her the whole 
affair would end in something dreadful. But 
the portress was a dauntless woman ; she con- 
tinued to brave the anger of her foe in the 
most fearless manner, and sjeemingly without 
suffering in consequence. 

Punishment, indeed, seemed in this case to 
fall on the head of the guilty individual ; for 
such was the persecution Monsieur Renaudin 
sustained on the subject of Minna, that the 
unhappy gentleman declared, in a tone of 
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despair, he would leave the house unless it 
ceased. From morning till night, indeed, he 
heard of nothing but Minna. The female 
lodgers looked upon him with evident horror ; 
the men remonstrated with him ; and even the 
timid Monsieur Hyacinthe used the most 
persuavive arguments in order to induce him 
to give up Minna. 

" Sir ! " exclaimed Monsieur Renaudin, roll- 
ing his blue eyes in a portentous manner, " if 
I hear the name of Minna again, I shall do 
something desperate ! " 

As it did not escape Monsieur Hyacinthe 
that his lodger, whilst speaking thus, grasped 
a small pocket-pistol which was lying on the 
table, he hastened to retreat ; but when he had 
left the room, he said in a loud tone, though 
perhaps not quite loud enough to be heard, 
" hard-hearted wretch '/' 

But the circumstance of the pistol, which 
he had never seen before, nevertheless dwelt 
in his mind. What did his lodger want it 
for ? A duel or a suicide ? Monsieur Hyacinthe 
inclined rather towards the latter supposition. 
It seemed exceedingly likely that something 
fatal had befallen the unhappy Minna, and in 
such a case it was only natural that the guilty 
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Renaudin's mind should be burdened with 
remorse ; and every one knows that, in such 
dark and mysterious characters, remorse leads 
to the most dreadful extremities. The more 
he thought on the subject, the more Monsieur 
Hyacinthe became convinced that it was his 
lodgers intention to commit some rash act; 
and remembering, with the most disinterested 
humanity, that he owed him nearly two month's 
rent, he resolved to save him in spite of himself. 
He immediately communicated his suspicions 
to the portress and Monsieur Moreau, who 
both appeared much startled on hearing of the 
pistol. The landlord especially seemed thrown 
into an unusual state of agitation. He treated 
the idea of a suicide with mysterious contempt, 
and darkly asked Monsieur Hyacinthe if he 
had never heard of such things as political 
assassination, and pistol-shots being fired at 
marked men? After which he made some 
unintelligible allusion to a warning letter, but 
ended by declaring that the pistol should be 
secured by all means ; and that, in order to 
prevent him from committing mischief, Renau- 
din should be locked up in his room. But 
who was to beard the lion in his den? The 
portress and Monsieur Moreau agreed that 
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Monsieur Hyacinthe was the most fit person 
to be intrusted with such a task. This worthy 
individual, however, who entertained a most 
considerate regard for his personal safety; 
declared it would be as much as his life was 
worth to undertake such an office, as he knew 
Renaudin would fight like a tiger; but he 
hinted something about Monsieur Moreau's 
great moral courage, and Madame Latour being 
safe on account of her sex ; upon which the 
landlord eyed him askance, muttering some- 
thing about hidden accomplices, whilst the 
portress sharply asked " if Monsieur Hyacinthe 
wanted to get rid of her that way ? " It was at 
length agreed that the deed should be effected 
by cunning. At dead of night, therefore, when 
every one in the house was safely in bed and 
fast asleep, Madame Latour raised up an alarm 
of fire in most unearthly accents. The lodgers, 
being all warned, took no notice of the fact, 
with the exception of the luckless Renaudin, 
who flew out of his room, and rushed down- 
stairs as pale and breathless as though it would 
not have been as sure a method of committing 
suicide to remain in bed whilst the house was 
on fire as any other which he might adopt. 
Monsieur Hyacinthe, who was lying in ambush 
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ness : " Hovf long do you mean to keep me a 
prisoner, and when will you give me anything 
to eat ? " 

Monsieur Hyacinthe pretended not to hear 
this last question; and after a good deal of 
hesitation, Monsieur Moreau said something 
about feeding one's enemies, and promised to 
send up Monsieur Kenaudin his breakfast. 
This meal, however, only consisted of a cup of 
cold coffee, with a very scanty supply of 
bread ; but such as it was. Monsieur Moreau 
took the precaution of not delivering it to the 
captive without previously exacting from him 
a solemn promise of not attempting to escape 
for the whole of that day. Monsieur Renau- 
din, who was hungry, would have promised 
anything, and readily complied with this con- 
dition ; the more so, as Monsieur Moreau art- 
fiiDy gave him to understand that he was 
going to get a d^jeiiner k la fourchette. 
When he saw the deceit which had been prac- 
tised upon him, he gave vent to his irritated 
feelings in bitter and gloomy language " about 
blighted hopes, and people being driven to 
desperate deeds." Monsieur Hyacinthe, who 
was listening on the landing, shuddered as 
he remembered that the window was not 
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fastened; but Renaudin was probably too 
much bent on vengeance to think of self- 
destruction, for he quietly ate his bread, drank 
his coflfee, and when a few hours had passed 
away, asked if dinner was ever going to come 
up, or if they meant to starve him. In 
answer to this question, a dish of onion soup, 
with cold mutton and bread, soon made their 
appearance ; but on beholding this sorry fare, 
Monsieur Renaudin became so indignant, that 
he threatened to break all the window-panes 
in his room. Monsieur Hyacinthe, alarmed 
by this menace, pacified him by a dubious 
promise of mending his bill of fare the next 
day. As he was meditating, however, on the 
best means of eluding this engagement, an 
event occurred which relieved him from his 
embarrassment. 

News were received of Minna, who had 
now been gone more than a week. The 
father of the fugitive wrote to apologize for 
the conduct of his daughter, who, unable to 
bear a longer absence from home, had re- 
turned to the bosom of her family. Madame 
Latour was greatly incensed by this explana- 
tion of the guilty Minna's conduct; and 
though the innocence of Renaudin was now 
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clearly proved, she threw the whole blame 
upon him. Every one, indeed, felt dis- 
appointed at this commonplace conclusion, 
and, like the portress, found fault with the 
luckless Renaudin. They had got into the 
habit of associating his name with that of 
Minna — ^no longer the unhappy; they had 
looked upon him with suspicion and horror ; 
he had been for them that favourite theatrical 
character — ^the traitor of the melo-drama ; and 
lo ! he now turned out to be a false traitor ! 
In short, Monsieur Renaudin was now de- 
spised for not having committed the act which 
had drawn down persecution upon him. 
Monsieur Hyacinthe himself, who, when 
pleading the cause of Minna, had termed his 
lodger " a hard-hearted wretch ! " no sooner 
found him to be innocent, than he contemptu- 
ously called him "amean and spiritless fellow ! " 
Monsieur Moreau was the only individual who 
showed no disappointment or siu^rise. " He 
knew all along," he observed, "that Minna 
had nothing to do with Renaudin's presence 
in the house." And he dropped such mys- 
terious hints on the subject, that every one 
shrewdly concluded there must be something 
in it. On being informed by Monsieur Hya- 
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cinthe of the turn the affair had taken, Mon- 
sieur Renaudin naturally enough expected to 
be released from his captivity ; but though his 
landlord told him that he was^ free, it struck 
Monsieur Renaudin that there was something 
very peculiar in his manner as he did so. 
Monsieur Hyacinthe's first act, when this ex- 
planation was over, was to request his lodger 
to pay him the two months' rent, which 
happened to be due that very same day. 
Monsieur Renaudin threw him the money 
with silent scorn ; but without heeding this, 
his landlord examined each piece of silver 
with minute attention, counted and recounted 
the sum, and at length, apparently satisfied 
that it was right, put it into his pocket. 
When this was over, he produced a smaU. 
packet of papers, which he laid on the table 
before his lodger. Monsieur Renaudin saw 
that the papers were the bills of different 
tradesmen, concerning heavy debts contracted 
towards them by a Monsieur de St Maur. 
After eyeing them one by one with a be- 
wildered look, he asked an explanation of 
Monsieur Hyacinthe \ but his landlord affect- 
ed not to understand him. ''Surely Mon- 
sieur needed no explanation; tradespeople 
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had come to inquire whether Monsieur de St 
Maur lived in the house; and though Mon- 
sieur had changed his name, they gave such 
an accurate description of his person, that 
Madame Latour knew it must be he. He 
had nothing to do with the whole affair ; and 
if the next time Monsieur went out he was 
apprehended by the gardes du commerce, he 
could not prevent it."' 

" Sir," said Monsieur Renaudin, with a sort 
of desperate calmness, " before we attempt to 
elucidate this new and mysterious affair, let 
me know whether I am to hear anything more 
about the unhappy Minna." 

Monsieur Hyacinthe gravely replied that 
the Minna affair was over ; on hearing which, 
his lodger thanked Heaven with great fervour 
— for he had felt it impossible to divest him- 
self of secret misgivings on this point — and 
proceeded to inform him that he laboured un- 
der a mistake in supposing him to be Mon- 
sieur de St Maur. But Monsieur Hyacinthe 
only smiled incredulously. " It was no busi- 
ness of his, but Monsieur could not expect him 
to believe this." Such, however, seemed to be 
'Monsieur Renaudin's intention ; but his efforts 
proved fruitless. Monsieur Hyacinthe remained 
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convinced that " Monsieur's real name was not 
Renaudin, and must consequently be St Maur. 
Monsieur had his private reasons for lodging 
in such a poor place as this ; Monsieur 
thought it shabby to pay his tailor ; evidently 
Monsieur was the individual in question." 

" Very well," returned the exasperated 
Renaudin, " I suppose / am Monsieur de St 
Maur. But granting this, what business is it 
of yours ? " he fiercely added. 

" Don't bully me, sir ! " loftily observed 
Monsieur Hyacinthe, making a dignified re- 
treat towards the door. "I am not one of 
your unfortunate tradesmen to bear with it. 
If you wish to leave this house, you can do so 
at once." 

" I protest against this," exclaimed a voice 
from the landing ; " and I hope that if Mon- 
sieur has anything Kke decent feeling left, he 
will wait for the arrival of the two poUce 
oflSicers for whom I am going to send, and 
who cannot be long without making their ap- 
pearance, and allow himself to be quietly 
taken to prison.'* 

" To prison ! — poKce officers ! WeU, what 
have I done now ? " asked Renaudin, with a 
gloomy smile. " Killed or murdered ? " 



182 SEVEN YEARS. 

" Monsieur Hyacinthe," continued the voice 
on the landing, " I call you to witness that he 
has confessed his horrible intent in the plain- 
est terms ! No, sir, you have not done the 
deed, but your design against my life was not 
the less criminal. I consider my escape a 
miraculous one ! " 

At the conclusion of this speech, Monsieur 
Moreau, who was the speaker, ventured so far 
as to look into the room, though he prudently 
remained behind Monsieur Hyacinthe, whose 
person acted as an effectual shield for his own. 

" Now what does this mean ? " wildly ex- 
claimed the unhappy Monsieur Renaudin. 

" This means," continued Monsieur Moreau, 
"that Monsieur's real character and designs 
are now known ; that there are such things as 
traitors among conspirators, and that people 
may receive letters by which they learn that 
they are going to be murdered ; and though 
the name of the murdered may be concealed. 
Monsieur will easily understand that there is 
no difficulty in guessing at it." 

The unhappy Monsieur Kenaudin heard 
this speech in the silence of dismay ; but 
when it was over — " So," he exclaimed, sink- 
ing down on a seat in a kind of solemn fury. 
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" SO it aeems no silly girl can run off, no mad- 
man squander his money, and no fool think 
himself a murdered man, but I must be the 
seducer, the spendthrift, and the assassin ! 
Really, gentlemen, I am greatly obliged to 
you." 

" Sir," dryly replied Monsieur Hyacinthe, 
" I had your character from your own lips ; 
and events have shown that you were, as you 
boasted, remarkably sincere." 

Monsieur Eenaudin thrust his left hand 
into the opening of his waistcoat, and assumed 
the Napoleon attitude, in order to bid defiance 
to his enemies with more effect ; but a bright 
thought seemed to flash across his mind, and 
he suddenly checked himself. 

" Leave me," said he, in an authoritative 
tone ; " and let me have pen, ink, and paper : 
there is that on my mind which must be re- 
vealed. Yes," he solemnly added, '' all shall 
be confessed. But remember," he continued, 
in a menacing tone, "to let no one even ap- 
proach the door of this room, or linger on the 
staircase, until half an hour at least has 
elapsed." 

Fear and curiosity induced Monsieur Moreau 
and Monsieur Hyacinthe to comply with this 
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request; for the former was fully convinced 
that the alarmed Renaudin was going to sacri- 
fice his friends to his safety, and reckoned on 
the names of a dozen accomphces at the very 
least ; whilst Monsieur Hyacinthe gloomily 
congratulated himself on the tale of horror 
which his lodger was going to unfold. A lin- 
gering feeling of suspicion, however, induced 
them to remain on the first-floor landing until 
the half hour was over, when they impatiently 
hurried up-stairs. Renaudin's room door was 
partly open, and Monsieur Hyacinthe cauti- 
ously peeped in. A light was burning on the 
table, and a letter was lying near it; but 
Renaudin had vanished. The truth flashed 
across his mind ; he rushed in, tore the letter 
open, and read its contents aloud : 

" The manifold persecutions which I have 
endured in this house compel me to retire 
from the shelter of its inhospitable roof, as I 
feel convinced that designs against either my 
life or property are entertained by certain in- 
dividuals who dwell beneath it. All I say to 
my persecutors is, that they may Uve to repent 
of their conduct." 

" Monsieur Hyacinthe," exclaimed Mon- 
sieur Moreau, in a prophetic tone, " mark my 
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words — I am a dead man ; " and he retired to 
his apartment with the heroic air of a man 
resigned to the prospect of being shot at the 
first opportunity. 

But Monsieur Hyacinthe's personal fears 
were outweighed on this occasion by his 
curiosity, which was greatly excited by 
Renaudin's mysterious disappearance. Ma- 
dame Latour's assertion, that the fugitive had 
effected his escape by going down a back 
staircase, and opening the street door whilst 
she was asleep in her lodge, he always treated 
with the contempt which such a commonplace 
Explanation deserved. Indeed Monsieur Hya- 
cinthe would have been rather sorry to find 
out the truth. As his late lodger owed him 
nothing, and had done him no real injury, he 
found it pleasant, upon the whole, to have 
been connected with such a fearful and de- 
sperate character. There was, as he poetically 
expressed it, ^' a horrid charm in it, and food 
for the imagination." Fate, however, seemed 
perversely bent on dispelling the romance and 
mystery with which he had invested Renaudin, 
and to show this luckless individual in the 
most commonplace aspect. In the first place, 
it was ascertained shortly after his disappearance 
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that he was not Monsieur de St Maur ; then, as 
though this was not bad enough. Monsieur 
Hyacinthe discovered, amongst the few articles 
which his lodger had left behind him, a small 
book, from which he learned that] Monsieur Re- 
naudin had 1 500 fiwics in the savings' bank — 
a mean and paltry piece of economy, which 
made Monsieur Hyacinthe justly indignant, as 
affording another proof of the gross manner in 
which he had been taken in. He was still 
smarting imder the mortification of this dis- 
covery, when a friend of his treacherous lodger 
came to claim, in his name, the pistol — which 
also turned out to be a mere counterfeit, as, 
whether loaded with powder or lead, it would 
not go off — the razors, and the book. Mon- 
sieur Hyacinthe delivered up the articles with a 
hope that this was the last time he should 
hear of their owner. Such, however, was not 
to be the case, for the very same day Madame 
Latour triiunphantly asked him if he knew 
who Renaudin was ? Monsieur Hyacinthe said 
'* No," with the air of a man resigned to any* 
thing he may hear. 

" I got it all out of his friend ! " exclaimed 
the portress, with evident exultation. " He is 
. — a hairdresser ! " 
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Monsieur Hyacinthe was at first stunned by 
this new blow : the splendid, the extravagant, 
the terrible Renaudin a hairdresser ! But no : it 
could not be : he would not believe it. But, 
alas ! even his scepticism was obliged to yield 
to the evidence of his senses ; for the hair- 
dresser to whose establishment the redoubtable 
Renaudin belonged, took a shop in a neigh- 
bouring street, so that longer doubt was im- 
possible. There have been, however, such 
things as romantic hairdressers; but though 
Monsieur Hyacinthe fancied for a time that Re^ 
naudin might belong to that class, this was a 
short-lived illusion. The young man, according 
to the universal testimony, led a most exemplary 
life : instead of going to drink or dance at the 
barrier, he spent his Sundays with his family, 
occasionally indulging in the harmless amuse- 
ment of taking out his sisters for a walk. On 
learning these circumstances. Monsieur Hya- 
cinthe bitterly declared that " he gave him up." 
His only comfort under this trying dispensa- 
tion was, that Renaudin afforded a living proof 
of the tendency which made every individual 
seek to cheat and deceive him. 

There is no knowing how Monsieur Moreau 
might have acted under the influence of the 
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dangerous neighbourhood in which he was now 
placed, if he had not discovered about this 
time that the anonymous letter which had 
caused him so much alarm was only a practical 
joke of one of his friends — a fact which he took 
in high dudgeon. As for Monsieur Renaudin, 
he seemed to bear very philosophically the 
degrading position to which he was reduced in 
the eyes of his former acquaintances. Per- 
haps he had learned, from personal experience, 
that though it is very fine and agreeable to 
be thought a desperate sort of character, it 
occasionally happens to be inconvenient, as 
there are simple people who will take you at 
your word, whatever ill qualities you may be- 
stow on yourself. However that may be, it will 
perhaps be gratifying to the reader to state, 
that Renaudin continues to be the same ex- 
emplary character he always was ; he has for- 
sworn all ambitious thoughts, and is satisfied 
with being considered one of the most prudent, 
economical, and gentle professors of his gentle 
craft. 
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AN EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITY. 

The Rue St Denis is a busy place in 
Paris ; for it is dirty, thronged, and wealthy. 
We all know that those tall dingy houses 
might be gilt if they chose, and that if they 
remain gloomy and dull, it is because gloom 
and dulness of aspect are *business-Uke, and 
have been so from time immemorial. Thus 
on looking at those houses there arise in 
the beholder's mind vague visions of vast 
commerce ; of bales of goods piled in lofty 
rooms ; of dusty ledgers and, account books, 
a goodly library, and, above all, of busy 
wrinkled men, who have grown bent and grey 
in the noble art of making money. 

The streets leading to the Rue St Denis 
share in its privileges ; they are dirty, gloomy, 
and thoroughly business-like. In one of those 
streets there stands a tall and ancient house, 
not diflferent in that respect from its neigh- 
bours, the lower portion of which is a large 
mercer's' shop. This estabhshment is held 
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to be one of the very best in the neighbour- 
hood, and has for many years belonged to an 
individual on whom we will bestow the name 
of Ramin. 

About ten years ago, Monsieur Ramin was 
a jovial red-faced man of forty, who joked his 
customers into purchasing his goods, flattered 
the pretty grisettes outrageously, and now and 
then gave them a Sunday treat at the barrier, 
as the cheapest way of securing their custom. 
Some people thought him a careless, good- 
natured fellow, and wondered how, with 
Ms off-hand ways, he contrived to make 
monev so fast, but those who knew him well 
saw that he was one of those who "never 
lost an opportunity/* Others declared that 
Monsieur Ramin's own definition of his 
character was, that he was a "bon enfant/' 
and that "it was all luck/' He shrugged 
his shoulders and laughed when people hinted 
at his deep scheming in making, and his 
skill in taking advantage of, excellent oppor- 
tunities. 

He was sitting in his gloomy parioiur one 
fine morning in spring, breakfasting from a 
dark liquid honoured with the name of onion 
soup, glancing at the newspaper, and keeping 
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a vigilant look on the shop through the open 
door, when his old servant Catherine suddenly 
observed : 

" I suppose you know Monsieur Bonelle has 
come to live in the vacant apartment on the 
fourth floor?" 

" What ! " exclaimed Monsieur Ramin, in 
a loud key. 

Catherine repeated her statement, to which 
her master listened in total silence. 

" Well ! " he said at length, in his most 
careless tones, " what about the old fellow ? " 
And he once more resumed his triple occupa- 
tion of reading, eating, and watching. 

"Why," continued Catherine, "they say 
he is nearly dying, and that his housekeeper, 
Marguerite, vowed he could never get up- 
stairs alive. It took two men to carry him 
up ; and when he was at length quiet in bed, 
Marguerite went down to the porter s lodge 
and sobbed there a whole hour, saying, ' Her 
poor master had the gout, rhemnatism, 
and a bad asthma ; that though he had been 
got up-stairs, he would never come down 
again alive ; that if she could only get him to 
confess his sins and make his will, she would 
not mind it so much; but that when she 
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spoke of the lawyer or the priest, he blas- 
phemed at her hke a heathen, and declared 
he would live to bury her and every body 
else."' 

Monsieur Ramin heard Catherine with 
great attention, forgot to finish his soup, and 
remained for five minutes in profoimd rumi- 
nation, without so much as perceiving two 
customers who had entered the shop, and were 
waiting to be served. When aroused, he was 
heard to exclaim : 

" What an excellent opportunity ! " 
Monsieur Bonelle had been Ramin's pre- 
decessor. The succession of the latter to 
the shop was a mystery. No one ever 
knew how it was that this young and poor 
assistant managed to replace his patron. 
Some said that he had detected Monsieur 
Bonelle in frauds which he threatened to 
expose, unless the business were given up 
to him as the price of his silence; others 
averred that, having drawn a prize in the 
lottery, he had resolved to set up a fierce 
opposition over the way, and that Monsieur 
Bonelle, having obtained a hint of his inten- 
tions, had thought it most prudent to accept 
the trifling sum his clerk ofiered, and avoid 
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a ruinous competition. Some charitable 

souls — moved no doubt by Monsieur Bonelle's 

misfortune — endeavoured to console and pimip 

him ; but all they could get from him was the 

bitter exclamation, " To think I should have 

been duped by him ! " Por Ramin had the 

art, though then a mere youth, to pass himself 

off on his master as an innocent provincial lad. 

Those who sought an explanation from the 

new mercer were still more unsuccessful. 

" My good old master," he said in his jovial 

way, " felt in need of repose, and so I 

obligingly relieved him of all business and 

botheration." 

Years passed away ; Ramin prospered, and 

neither thought nor heard of his " good old 

master." The house, of which he tenanted 

the lower portion, was offered for sale : he 

had long coveted it, and had almost concluded 

an agreement with the actual owner, when 

Monsieur Bonelle unexpectedly stepped in at 

the eleventh hour, and by offering a trifle 

more secured the bargain. The rage and 

mortification of Monsieur Ramin were ex- 

treme. He could not understand how Bonelle, 

whom he had thought ruined, had scraped up 

so large a sum; his lease was out, and he 
VOL. ni. IS 
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now felt himself at the mercy of the man he 
had so much injured. But either Monsieur 
Bonelle was free from vindictive feeUngs, or 
those feelings did not blind him to the expe- 
diency of keeping a good tenant ; for though 
he raised the rent, until Monsieur Ramin 
groaned inwardly, he did not refuse to renew 
the lease. They had met at that period ; but 
never since. 

"Well, Catherine," observed Monsieur 
Ramin to his old servant, on the following 
morning, " how is that good Monsieur Bonelle 
getting on ? " 

"I dare say you feel very uneasy about 
him," she rephed, with a sneer. 

Monsieur Ramin looked up and frowned. 

" Catherine," said he, dryly, " you will have 
the goodness, in the first place, not to make 
impertinent remarks; in the second place, 
you will obhge me by going up-stairs to 
inquire after the health of Monsieur Bonelle, 
and say that I sent you." 

Catherine grumbled, and obeyed. Her 
master was in the shop, when she returned in 
a few minutes, and deUvered with evident 
satisfaction the following gracious message : 

" Monsieur Bonelle desires his compliments 
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to you, and declines to state how he is ; he 
will also thank you to attend to your own 
shop, and not to trouble yourself about his 
health." 

" How does he look ? " asked Monsieur 
Ramin, with perfect composure. 

" I caught a glimpse of him, and he appears 
to me to be rapidly preparing for the good 
oflBlces of the undertaker." 

Monsieur Ramin smiled, rubbed his hands, 
and joked merrily with a dark-eyed grisette, 
who was cheapening some ribbon for her 
cap. That girl made an excellent bargain 
that day. 

Towards dusk the mercer left the shop to 
the care of his attendant, and softly stole up 
to the fourth story. In answer to his gentle 
ring, a httle old woman opened the door, and, 
giving him a rapid look, said briefly : 

" Monsieur is inexorable ; he won't see any 
doctor whatever." 

She was going to shut the door in his face, 
when Ramin quickly interposed, imder his 
breath, with " JT am not a doctor." 

She looked at him from head to foot. 

" Are you a lawyer ? " 

" Nothing of the sort, my good lady." 
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" Well, then, are you a priest ? 

" I may almost say, quite the reverse.' 

" Indeed you must go away, master sees no 



one." 



Once more she would have shut the door ; 
but Ramin prevented her. 

" My good lady," said he, in his most insinu- 
ating tones, " it is true I am neither a lawyer, 
a doctor, nor a priest. I am an old friend, a 
very old friend of your excellent master ; I 
have come to see good Monsieur Bonelle in his 
present affliction." 

Marguerite did not answer, but allowed 
him to enter, and closed the door behind him. 
He was going to pass from the narrow and 
gloomy ante-chamber into an inner room — 
whence now proceeded a sound of loud cough- 
ing — ^when the old woman laid her hand on 
his arm, and raising herself on tiptoe to reach 
his ear, whispered : 

" Por Heaven's sake, sir, since you are his 
friend, do talk to him ; do tell him to make 
his will, and hint something about a soul 
to be saved, and all that sort of thing: do, 
sir! 

Monsieur Ramin nodded and winked in a 
way that said " I will." He proved, however. 
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his prudence by not speaking aloud ; for a voice 
from within sharply exclaimed : 

" Marguerite, you are talking to some one. 
Marguerite, I will see neither doctor nor law- 
yer ; and if any meddling priest dare — " 

" It is only an old friend, sir," interrupted 
Marguerite, opening the inner door. 

Her master, on looking up, perceived the 
red face of Monsieur Ramin peeping over 
the old woman's shoulder, and irefully cried 
out: 

"How dare you bring that fellow here? 
And you, sir, how dare you come ? " 

" My good old friend, there are feeUngs," 
said Ramin, laying his hand on his heart, — 
" there are feelings," he repeated, " that can- 
not be subdued. One such feeling brought 
me here. The fact is, I am a good-natured, 
easy fellow, and I never bear malice. I never 
forget an old friend, but love to forget 
old differences when I find one party in 
affliction." 

He drew a chair forward as he spoke, and 
composedly seated himself opposite to his late 
master. 

Monsieur Bonelle was a thin old man, with 
a pale sharp face and keen features. At first 
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he eyed his visitor from the depths of his vast 
arm-chair ; but, as if not satisfied with this 
distant view, he bent forward, and laying both 
hands on his thin knees, he looked up into 
lUmin's face with a fixed and piercing ga^se. 
He had not, however, the power of disconcert- 
ing his guest. 

" What did you come here for ? " he at 
length asked. 

" Merely to have the extreme satisfaction of 
seeing how you are, my good old friend. No- 
thing more." 

" Well, look at me — and then go.'' 

Nothing could be so discouraging : but this 
was an excellent opportunity, and when Mon- 
sieur Ramin had an excellent opportunity in 
view, his pertinacity was invincible. Being 
now resolved to stay, it was not in Monsieur 
Bonelle's power to banish him. At the same 
time, he had tact enough to render his prer 
sence agreeable. He knew that his coarse 
and boisterous wit had often deUghted Mon- 
sieur Bonelle of old, and he now exerted him- 
self so successfully as to betray the old man 
two or three times into hearty laughter. 

" Ramin," said he, at length, laying his thin 
hand on the arm of his guest, and peering 
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with his keen glance into the mercer s purple 
face, "you are a fanny fellow, but I know 
you ; you cannot make me beUeve you have 
called just to see how I am, and to entertain 
me. Come, be candid for once ; what do you 
want ? " 

Ramin threw himself back in his chair, and 
laughed blandly, as much as to say, " Can you 
suspect me ? '" 

" I have no shop now out of which you can 
wheedle me," continued the old man ; " and 
surely you are not such a fool as to come to me 
for money." 

" Money ? " repeated the draper, as if his host 
had mentioned something he never dreamt of. 
" Oh, no ! " 

Ramin saw it would not do to broach the 
subject he had really come about too abruptly, 
now that suspicion seemed so wide awake — 
^A. opportunity had not arrived. 

" There is something up, Ramin, I know ; 
I see it in the twinkle of your eye : but you 
can't deceive me again." 

" Deceive you ? " said the jolly schemer, 
shaking his head reverentially. "Deceive a 
man of your penetration and depth? Impos- 
sible ! The bare supposition is flattery. My 
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dear friend/' he continued, soothingly, " I did 
not dream of such a thing. The fact is, 
Bonelle, though they call me a jovial, careless, 
ratthng dog, I have a conscience ; and, some- 
how, I have never felt quite easy about the 
way in which I became your successor down- 
stairs. It woB rather sharp practice, I admit." 

Bonelle seemed to relent. 

" Now for it," said the opportunity-hunter 
to himself. — "By-the-by" (speaking aloud), 
*' this house must be a great trouble to you in 
your present weak state ? Two of your lodgers 
have lately gone away without paying — ^a 
great nuisance, especially to an invaUd." 

" I tell you I'm as sound as a colt." 

" At all events, the whole concern must be 
a great bother to you. If I were you, I would 
sell the house." 

" And if I were you^' returned the landlord, 
dryly, " I would buy it — " 

"Precisely," interrupted the tenant, ea- 
gerly. 

" That is, if you could get it. Phoo ! I 
knew you were after something. Will you 
give eighty thousand francs for it?" abruptly 
asked Monsieur Bonelle. 

"Eighty thousand francs!" echoed Ramin. 



V 
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" Do you take me for Louis Philippe or the 
Bank of France?" 

"Then we'll say no more about it — are 
you not afraid of leaving your shop so 
long?" 

Ramin returned to the charge, heedless of 
the hint to depart. " The fact is, my good 
old friend, ready money is not my strong 
point just now. But if you wish very much 
to be reUeved of the concern, what say you 
to a Ufe annuity ? I could manage that." 

Monsieur BoneUe gave a short, dry, church- 
yard cough, and looked as if his life were not 
worth an hour's purchase. " You think your- 
self immensely clever, I dare say," he said. 
" They have persuaded you that I am dying. 
StuS ! I shall bury you yet." 

The mercer glanced at the thin, fragile 
frame, and exclaimed to himseK, "Deluded 
old gentleman!" "My dear Bonelle," he 
contin&ed, aloud, " I know well the strength 
of your admirable constitution; but allow 
me to observe that you neglect yourself 
too much. Now, suppose a good sensible 
doctor — " 

" Will you pay him ?" interrogated Bonelle, 
sharply. 
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" Most willingly," replied Ramin, with an 
eagerness that made the old man smile. ** As 
to the annuity, since the subject annoys you, 
we will talk of it some other time." 

" After you have heard the doctor's report," 
sneered Bonelle. 

The mercer gave him a stealthy glance, 
which the old man's keen look immediately 
detected. Neither could repress a smile : 
these good souls understood one another per- 
fectly, and Ramin saw that this was not the 
excellent opportunity he desired, and de- 
parted. 

The next day Ramin sent a neighbouring 
medical man, and heard it was his opinion 
that if Bonelle held on for three months longer, 
it would be a miracle. Delightful news ! 

Several days elapsed, and although very 
anxious, Ramin assumed a careless air, and did 
not call upon his landlord, or take any notice of 
him. At the end of the week old Marguerite 
entered the shop to make a trifling pur- 
chase. 

" And how are we getting on up-stairs ? " 
negUgently asked Monsieur Ramin. 

"Worse and worse, my good sir," she 
sighed. "We have rheumatic pains, which 
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make us often use expressions the reverse of 
Christian-like, and yet nothing can induce us 
to see either the lawyer or the priest; the 
gout is getting nearer to our stomach every 
day, and still we go on talking about the 
strength of our constitution. Oh, sir, if you 
have any influence with us, do, pray do, tell 
us how wicked it is to die without making 
one's will or confessing one's sins." 

"I shall go up this very evening," ambi- 
guously replied Monsieur Ramin. 

He kept his promise, and found Monsieur 
BoneUe in bed, groaning with pain, and in 
the worst of tempers. 

"What poisoning doctor did you send?" he 
asked, with an ireful glance; "I want no 
doctor, I am not ill; I will not follow his 
prescription; he forbade me to eat; I will 
eat." 

" He is a very clever man," said the visitor. 
" He told me that never in the whole course 
of his experience has he met with what he 
called so much ' resisting power ' as exists in 
your frame. He asked me if you were not of 
a long-lived race." 

"That is as people may judge," replied 
Monsieur Bonelle. "All I can say is, that 
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my grandfather died at ninety, and my father 
at eighty-six." 

" The doctor owned that you had a wonder- 
fully strong constitution/' 

"Who said I hadn't?" exclaimed the in- 
vaUd, feebly. 

" You may rely on it, you would preserve 
your health better if you had not the trouble 
of these vexatious lodgers. Have you thought 
about the life annuity?" said Ramin, as care- 
lessly as he could, considering how near the 
matter was to his hopes and wishes. 

" Why, I have scruples," returned Bonelle, 
coughing. "I do not wish to take you 
in. My longevity would be the ruin of 

you." 

"To meet that difficulty," quickly replied 
the mercer, " we can reduce the interest." 

" But I must have high interest," placidly 
returned Monsieur Bonelle. 

Ramin, on hearing this, burst into a loud 
fit of laughter, called Monsieur Bonelle a sly 
old fox, gave him a poke in the ribs, which 
made the old man cough for five minutes, and 
then proposed that they should talk it over 
some other day. The mercer left Monsieur 
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Bonelle in the act of protesting that he felt as 
strong as a man of forty. 

Monsieur Ramin felt in no hurry to con- 
clude the proposed agreement. "The later 
one begins to pay, the better," he said, as he 
descended the stairs. 

Days passed on, and the negotiation made 
no way. It struck the observant tradesman 
that all was not right. Old Marguerite 
several times refused to admit him, declaring 
her master was asleep : there was something 
mysterious and forbidding in her manner that 
seemed to Monsieur Ramin very ominous. 
At length a sudden thought occurred to 
him : the housekeeper — wishing to become her 
master's heir — ^had heaxd his scheme and op- 
posed it. On the very day that he arrived at 
this conclusion, he met a lawyer, with whom 
he had formerly had some transactions, coming 
down the staircase. The sight sent a chill 
through the mercer s commercial heart, and a 
presentiment — one of those presentiments that 
seldom deceive — told him it was too late. He 
had, however, the fortitude to abstain from 
visiting Monsieur Bonelle until evening came ; 
when he went up, resolved to see him in spite 
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of all Marguerite might urge. The door was 
half open, and the old housekeeper stood 
talking on the landing to a middle-aged man 
in a dark cassock. 

"It is all over! The old witch has got 
the priests at him/' thought Ramin, in- 
wardly groaning at his own folly in allow- 
ing himself to be forestalled. 

" You cannot see Monsieur to-night," 
sharply said Marguerite, as he attempted to 
pass her. 

" Alas ! is my excellent friend so very ill ?" 
asked Ramin, in a mournful tone. 

"Sir," eagerly said the clergyman, catch- 
ing him by the button of his coat, "if 
you are indeed the friend of that unhappy 
man, do seek to bring him into a more 
suitable frame of mind. I have seen many 
dying men, but never so much obstinacy, 
never such infatuated behef in the duration 
of Ufe." 

" Then you think he really is dying ? " 
asked Ramin ; and, in spite of the melan- 
choly accent he endeavoured to assume, there 
. was something so peculiar in his tone, that 
the priest looked at him very fixedly as 
he slowly repUed : 
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" Yes, sir, I think he is/' 

" Ah ! " was all Monsieur Ramin said ; 
and as the clergyman had now relaxed his 
hold of the button, Ramin passed in spite 
of the remonstrances of Marguerite, who 
rushed after the priest. He found Monsieur 
Bonelle still in bed, and in a towering rage. 

"Oh! Ramin, my friend," he groaned, 
'* never take a housekeeper, and never let 
her know you have any property. They 
are harpies, Ramin, — harpies ! such a day 
as I have had; first, the lawyer, who comes 
to write down *my last testamentary dis- 
positions,' as he calls them ; then the priest, 
who gently hints that I am a dying man. 
Oh, what a day ! " 

" And did you make your will, my ex- 
cellent friend ? " softly asked Monsieur 
Ramin, with a keen look. 

"Make my will?" indignantly exclaimed 
the old man ; " make my will ? what do 
you mean, sir ? do you mean to say I am 
dying ? " 

" Heaven forbid ! " piously ejaculated 
Ramin. 

" Then why do you ask me if I have 
been making my will ? " angrily resumed 
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the old man. He then began, to be ei- 
tremeiv abusive. 

When monev was in the wav, Afonaiegr 
Ramin, thongh otherrrae of a violent tranper, 
had the meekness of a Iamb. He bore the 
treatment of his host with the meekest 
patience, and having first locked the door 
so as to make sure that Margueiite would 
not intermpt them, he watched Monaienr 
Bonelle attentivelv, and satisfied himsdf that 
the excellent opportnnity he had be«i 
ardently longing for had arrived. " He i& 
going fast," he thon^it; "and miless I 
settle the agreement to-night, and get it 
drawn np and signed to-morrow, it wiH 
be too late." 

" My dear friend," he at length said 
aloud, on perceiving that the dd gentle^ 
man had fairly exhausted himself, and was 
lying panting on his back, "yon are in- 
deed a lamentable instance of the lengths 
to which the greedy lust of Incre will carry 
onr poor human nature. It is really dis- 
tressing to see Marguerite, a faithful, at- 
tached servant, suddenly converted into a 
tormenting harpy by the prospect of a 
legacy I Lawyers and priests flock aroimd 
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you like birds of prey, drawn hither by 
the scent of gold ! Oh, the miseries of hav- 
ing dehcate health combined with a sound 
constitution and large property ! " 

"Ramin," groaned the old man, looking 
inquiringly into his visitor's face, "you are 
again going to talk to me about that an- 
nuity — I know you are ! " 

"My excellent friend, it is merely to de- 
liver you from a painful position/' 

"I am sure, Ramin, you think in your 
soul I am dying," whimpered Monsieur 
Bonelle. 

" Absurd, my dear sir. Dying ? I wiU 
prove to you that you have never been in 
better health. In the first place, you feel 
no pain." 

" Excepting from rheumatism," groaned 
Monsieur Bonelle. 

" Rheumatism ! who ever died of rheuma- 
tism ? and if that be aU — " 

" No, it is not all," interrupted the old 
man with great irritability; "what Would 
you say to the gout getting higher and 
higher up every day ? " 

" The gout is rather disagreeable, but if 
there is nothing else — " 

VOL. in. 14 
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"Yes, there is something else," sbaiply 
said Monsieur Bonelle. " There is an 
asthma that will scarcely let me breathe, 
and a racking pain in my head that does 
not allow me a moment's ease. But if 
you think I am dying, Ramin, you are quite 
mistaken." 

" No doubt, my dear friend, no doubt ; 
but in the mean while, suppose we talk of 
this annuity. Shall we say one thousand 
francs a year ? " 

" What ? " asked Bonelle, looking at him 
very fixedly. 

" My dear friend, I mistook : I meant 
two thousand francs per annum," hurriedly 
rejoined Kamin. 

Monsieur Bonelle closed his eyes, and ap- 
peared to fall into a gentle slumber. The 
mercer coughed ; the sick man never moved. 

" Monsieur Bonelle." 

No reply. 

"My excellent friend." 

Utter silence. 

" Are you asleep ? 

A long pause. 

" Well, 
thousand? 
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Monsieur Bonelle opened his eyes. 

" Ramin/' said he, sententiously, '' you are 
a fool; the house brings me in four thousand 
as it IS. 

This was quite false, and the mercer knew 
it ; but he had his own reasons for wishing to 
seem to believe it true. 

« 

" Good Heavens ! " said he, with an air 
of great innocence, " who could have thought 
it, and the lodgers constantly nmning away. 
Four thousand? Well, then, you shall have 
four thousand." 

Monsieur Bonelle shut his eyes once 
more, and murmured " The mere rental — 
nonsense ! " He then folded his hands on 
his breast, and appeared to compose him- 
self to sleep. 

" Oh, what a sharp man of business he 
is ! " Ramin said, admiringly : but for once 
omnipotent flattery failed in its effect : " So 
acute ! " continued he, with a stealthy 
glance at the old man, who remained per- 
fectly unmoved. " I see you will insist 
upon making it the other five hundred francs." 

Monsieur Ramin said this as if five thou- 
sand five hundred francs had already been 
mentioned, and was the very summit of 
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Monsieur Bonelle's ambition. But the ruse 
failed in its effect; the sick man never so 
much as stirred. 

" But, my dear friend," urged Monsieur 
Ramin, in a tone of feehng remonstrance, 
"there is such a thing as being too sharp, 
too acute. How can you expect that I 
shall give you more when your constitu- 
tion is so good, and you are to be such 
a long liver ? " 

"Yes, but I may be carried off one of 
those days," quietly observed the old man, 
evidently wishing to turn the chance of 
his own death to account. 

" Indeed, and I hope so," muttered the 
mercer, who was getting very ill-tempered. 

" You see," soothingly continued Bonelle, 
" you are so good a man of business, 
Ramin, that you will double the actual 
value of the house in no time. I am a 
quiet, easy person, indifferent to money; 
otherwise this house would now bring me 
in eight thousand at the very least." 

" Eight thousand ! " indignantly exclaimed 
the mercer. " Monsieur Bonelle, you have 
no conscience. Come now, my dear friend, 
do be reasonable. Six thousand francs a 
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year (I don't mind saying six) is really a 
very handsome income for a man of your 
quiet habits. Come, be reasonable." But 
Monsieur Bonelle turned a deaf ear to 
reason, and closed his eyes once more. 
What between opening and shutting them 
for the next quarter of an hour, he at 
length induced Monsieur Ramin to offer 
him seven thousand francs. 

" Very well, Ramin, agreed," he quietly 
said ; " you have made an unconscionable 
bargain." To this succeeded a violent fit 
of coughing. 

As Ramin unlocked the door to leave, 
he found old Marguerite, who had been 
listening all the time, ready to assail him 
with a torrent of whispered abuse for dup- 
ing her " poor dear innocent old master 
into such a bargain." The mercer bore it 
all very patiently ; he could make allow- 
ances for her excited feelings, and only 
rubbed his hands and bade her a jovial 
good evening. 

The agreement was signed on the fol- 
lowing day, to the indignation of old Mar- 
guerite, and the mutual satisfaction of the 
parties concerned. 
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Every one admired the luck and shrewd- 
ness of Ramin, for the old man every day 
was reported worse ; and it was clear to 
all that the first quarter of the annuity 
would never be paid. Marguerite, in her 
wrath, told the story as a grievance to 
every one : people listened, shook their 
heads, and pronounced Monsieur Ramin to 
be a very clever fellow. 

A month elapsed. As Ramin was coming 
down one morning from the attics, where 
he had been giving notice to a poor widow 
who had failed in paying her rent, he 
heard a light step on the stairs* Pre- 
sently a sprightly gentleman, in buoyant 
health and spirits, wearing the form of 
Monsieur Bonelle, appeared. Ramin stood 
aghast. 

" Well, Ramin,'' gaily said the old man, 
" how are you getting on ? Have you 
been tormenting the poor widow up-stairs? 
Why, man, we must Kve and let live ! " 

" Monsieur Bonelle," said the mercer, in 
a hollow tone, " may I ask where is youl* 
rheumatism ? " 

" Gone, my dear friend, — gone." 

" And the gout that was creeping higher 



SEVEN TEARS. 215 

and higher every day," exclaimed Monsieur 
Ramin, in a voice of anguish. 

"It went lower and lower, till it disap- 
peared altogether," composedly replied Bo- 
neJle. 

" And your asthma — " 

" The asthma remains, but asthmatic 
people are proverbially long-lived. It is, I 
have been told, the only complaint that 
Methuselah was troubled with." With this 
Bonelle opened his door, shut it, and disap- 
peared. 

Kamin was transfixed on the stairs ; 
petrified with intense disappointment, and a 
powerful sense of having been duped. 
When he was discovered, he stared va- 
cantly, and raved about an excellent op- 
portunity of taking his revenge. 

The wonderful cure was the talk of the 
neighbourhood, whenever Monsieur Bonelle 
appeared in the streets, jauntily flourishing 
his cane. In the first frenzy of his despair, 
Ramin refused to pay ; he accused every 
one of having been in a plot to deceive 
him; he turned ofi^ Catherine and expelled 
his porter; he publicly accused the lawyer 
and priest of conspiracy; brought an action 
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against the doctor, and lost it. He had 
another brought against him for violently 
assaulting Marguerite, in which he was cast 
in heavy damages. Monsieur BoneUe did 
not trouble himself with useless remon- 
strances, but, when his annuity was refused, 
employed such good legal arguments, as the 
exasperated^ mercer could not possibly re- 
sist. 

Ten years have elapsed, and MM. Ramin 
and Bonelle still live on. Por a house 
which would have been dear at fifty thou- 
sand francs, the draper has already handed 
over seventy thousand. 

The once red-faced, jovial Ramin is now 
a pale, haggard man, of sour temper and 
aspect. To add to his anguish, he sees 
the old man thrive on that money which 
it breaks his heart to give. Old Mar- 
guerite takes a malicious pleasure in giving 
him an exact account of their good cheer, 
and in asking him if he does not think 
Monsieur looks better and better every 
day. Of one part of this torment Ramin 
might get rid, by giving his old master 
notice to quit, and no longer having him 
in his house. But this he cannot do ; he 
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has a sacred fear that Bonelle would take 
some excellent opportunity of dying with- 
out his knowledge, and giving some other 
person an excellent opportunity of person- 
ating him, and receiving the money in his 
stead. 

The last accounts of the victim of ex- 
cellent opportunities represent hyn as being 
gradually worn down with disappointment. 
There seems every probability of his being 
the first to leave the world; for Bonelle is 
heartier than ever. 
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THE 



EXPERIENCES OF SYLVIE DELMARE. 

CHAPTER I. 

It was the eve of New Year's Day. I sat 
alone in the dining-room, now cold and dark ; 
the drawing-room door was slightly ajar ; I 
could see my step-mother sitting by the fire- 
side ; she looked smiling and pleased ; her 
two daughters stood talking and laughing to- 
gether on the hearth-rug ; the lamp was still 
unlit, but the fire burned with a bright cheer- 
ful glow: I turned away my glance with a 
saddened heart. 

This was the last day of the year, the day 
of Saint Sylvester, my patron saint, — yet who 
had offered me the bouquet of choice flowers ? 
who had embraced me tenderly, and wished 
that this my fSte day might be gay and 
happy ? — No one. 

It had not always been so. I remembered 
the wonderful nosegay my poor father never 
failed to provide on this day for his little Sylvie ; 
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the mystery with which he placed it in her 
room, so that it might be the first object to 
greet her sight when she woke ; his apparent 
surprise as to how it had come there ; and 
then the sudden smile, the embrace and fond 
kiss, all came back ; but this was over now ; 
he had been dead a year and more. I was a 
portionless orphan of sixteen, and the only 
legacy my father — a retired officer whose pen- 
sion died with him— had been able to be- 
queath to a step-mother, good indeed, but cold. 
They had loved in youth, but been com- 
pelled to part. She was united to a rich old 
man; my father loved again and married — 
my mother, who died young : I was their only 
child. He had been a widower for several 
years, when he met once more his early love ; 
she also was free, with two daughters and a 
handsome fortune : they married. They were 
happy, but the fervour of their youthful 
attachment was over ; my step-mother could 
scarcely forgive her husband the love he had 
felt for his first wife ; I saw that she was 
jealous of the past, and that it pained her to 
look on me, because I was said to be my 
mother's living image. Yet when my father 
was on his death-bed she promised him, of her 
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own accord, to bring me up with her daughters, 
and treat me as her child. She was an 
honourable woman, and rigidly fulfilled this 
engagement. I shared the studies of Jose- 
phine and Louise, I was dressed like them, I 
went out with them, and partook of all their 
pleasures ; but my step-mother was a woman ; 
I was the daughter of her rival, and she could 
not love me. 

My feehngs for her were contradictory. I 
sometimes loved and sometimes disliked her. 
I resented her indifference or blessed her 
goodness by turns. I would have given any- 
thing to be loved by her ; I had even made a 
few timid attempts ; but disheartened at their 
failure, I at length kept aloof, and widened 
that Une of separation which she had imper- 
ceptibly established betwixt us. Yet the 
knowledge of her coldness always grieved me, 
and it was this that saddened me as I sat in 
the dining-room, unmissed and undisturbed, on 
the eve of New Year's Day. 

Ere long I heard the great drawing-room 
door open; then a servant came in and laid 
down something on the floor. Louise and 
Josephine uttered exclamations of delight. 

'' Beautiful ! lovely ! " they both cried. I 
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heard the rusthng of silk. I knew the New 
Year's presents were come, that mine was 
amongst the rest, but I would not look, nor 
even confess to myself that I cared to look. 

" I am glad you like them, my darlings," 
said the gentle voice of my step-mother; 
" where is Sylvie ? " 

" Moping, of course," replied the charitable 
Louise. 

" Of course ! " echoed her no less charitable 
sister. 

I was called, and came forth resolved not to 
be pleased; but my heart relented at once 
when I saw the three dresses of blue silk 
lying on the sofa. I took up mine, looked at 
it, and turned towards my step-mother with 
flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes. I felt glad 
and grateful ; I longed to go up to her, to say 
something, to embrace her, but there was little 
encouragement in her cold tone as she said, 
" Sylvie, here is your New Year's Day present," 
none in her calm face; besides, she was 
absorbed in looking at her daughters, who 
were already trying on their dresses. I sigh- 
ed and followed their example. When Louise 
and Josephine had been sufficiently admired 
by their mother, and had placed themselves 
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at every possible distance for her to see how 
they looked, she turned towards the comer 
where I stood apart and unheeded. She 
looked at me, then at her daughters, then at 
me again, and a change came over her placid 
countenance. I felt distressed, for I knew 
what was passing in her mind. The 
daughters of my step-mother were wholly un- 
like her; she was pretty still, fair and deli- 
cate ; they were dark, coarse-skinned girls, 
with hair as crisp as that of mulattoes. I cer- 
tainly was not handsome, but nature had 
given me a profusion of golden-coloured hair, 
blue eyes, and the clear complexion of youth. 
I know not under what maternal delusion my 
step-mother laboured when she chose a light 
blue as the colour for the three dresses ; cer- 
tain it is the effect for her daughters was de- 
plorable. They, poor girls, saw nothing of this, 
but she did, and as the colour happened to 
become me very well, she suffered doubly. 

I felt truly grieved. I would have given up 
all the dresses in the world for one kind 
glance, for one word of affection. I looked at 
my step-mother wistfully ; I wished her to 
understand what I felt; but my appealing 
look met with no reply ; her countenance was 
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overcast, and her eye averted from me. My 
pleasure vanished, the present gave me no joy ; 
for though I had not worn it more than a few 
minutes, it had abeady been the cause of pain 
to the giver. I left the apartment in silence, 
and went up to my own room more sad than 
ever. What a difference between this and my 
father's presents ! He had once given me a 
little printed mushn dress not worth more 
than a few francs, but I remembered the de- 
hght with which I tried it on, and got up on a 
chair to see myseKin my very diminutive mirror, 
and thought how gracefully the skirt fell in 
long and ample folds, and how charming and 
becoming a dress it was altogether. But the 
costly silk yielded me no such gratification ; I 
sat down, heedless of creasing it, and without 
so much as giving one glance at the looking- 
glass. My heart was very full ; I thought of old 
times ; of my dead father ; of my step-mother, 
whom I could have loved so degxly if she 
would only have allowed me ; of my loneliness 
in this world, where no one cared for me. 
" Oh ! that some one would only let me love a 
great deal, and love me a little in return," I 
exclaimed inwardly. 

My look here fell on an object which had 
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escaped it until then : it was only a nosegay 
of white flowers, standing in a vase on my 
dressing-table, but it made my heart beat as I 
drew near it, and when I bent to inhale the fra- 
grance of the pale blossoms, the tears I had 
striven to repress till then, fell fast. I knew 
it was the old servant Catherine who had 
placed those flowers there. She, who had 
known me from a child, loved me ; she had not 
forgotten that this was the f^te day of her 
little Sylvie. I felt comforted, and almost 
cheerful. There is something in true kindH- 
ness that opens the heart. What could old 
Catherine do for me ? Nothing ; her good- 
will was about as useful to me as the flowers 
she had placed in my room in my absence, yet 
both gladdened me, gave me new feelings and 
new hopes. I paced my room with a quick 
step, forming schemes for the future, and 
building castles in the air. " I wiU not stay 
here to have my heart daily wounded," I 
thought with rising pride ; " I will not stay to 
be a burden to those by whom I am not 
loved : I will write to my god-mother." 

I looked at my god-mother's portrait as it 
hung on the wall before me, in order to con- 
firm myself in this resolve. The face was 
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young, and, if not good-looking, at least good- 
natured. But it had been drawn many years 
back, and I knew that the respected original 
had now attained a good old age. She lived 
in a quiet little town twenty leagues off; I 
had no remembrance of her, and, to my know- 
ledge, she had never sought to see me. I 
dutifully wrote to her on the first day of the 
year, and on the eve of her fSte day. She gave 
me short answers and her blessing: to this 
was our intercourse hmited. 

But I was young and romantic, and I had 
always settled it in my mind that my god- 
mother, a rich old maid, with no near re- 
latives, was to be the good fairy of my des- 
tiny. Now was the moment to test her. 
My New Year's Day letter was not yet written ; 
I framed it according to my present mood. 

At the end of a week I received the desired 
reply. My step-mother seemed a little sur- 
prised at my god-mother's invitation for an 
indefinite period, but observing " that Made- 
moiselle Toumelle probably meant to adopt 
me," she quietly gave her assent. When the 
day fixed for my departure arrived, I perceived 
that I felt more sad than joyful at the success 
of my scheme. It seemed unfriendly to leave 
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the familiar place, the step-mother, who, with 
all her coldness, had been so very good ; the 
two girls, who, though often imkind, had called 
me sister. My heart yearned towards them 
in spite of repelled affection and womided 
pride ; but they had no such feelings. Louise 
and Josephine saw me depart with evident 
pleasure; their mother gave me a cold em- 
brace, that checked the thanks for past kind- 
ness ready to fall from my lips, and when I 
entered the little car that was to convey me to 
the dQigence in the neighbouring town, no 
one, save old Catherine, stood on the doorway 
to see me depart, and wish me a happy 
journey. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Long before I had reached my destination, 
I had comfortably settled it in my own mind 
that my god-mother was an angelic old lady, 
who would soon doat upon me, for whom I 
should entertain great affection and respect, 
and who would find in me the staff and com- 
fort of her old age. That she was a most 
noble-hearted, amiable person I could not 
doubt, for she had been betrothed in youth to 
a gentleman who died young, and for whose 
sake she was still a spinster, at the age of 
seventy. 

It was late when I arrived. The house of 
my god-mother stood on the outskirts of the 
town ; it was a quiet-looking place, with a 
narrow strip of garden. The diligence 
stopped ; I alighted ; my trunk was lowered 
down on the pavement ; the guard blew his 
horn ; the postillion cracked his whip, and 
the lumbering vehicle clattered down the nar- 
row street. I gave the bell a timid, hesitating 
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jerk ; a heavy step was heard in the passage, 
then the door opened, and an enormously stout 
old servant, holding a light in her hand, ap- 
peared on the threshold. 

" Mademoiselle Toumelle," I said in a low 
tone. 

The servant eyed me from head to foot, 
held up the light to see my trunk, then slowly 
looked at me again The night was cold, the 
wind blew keenly, I became impatient. 

" Mademoiselle TourneUe," I said again. 

" Do you think I am deaf? " was the 
gracious answ^er of the fat servant. She con- 
descended, however, to let me enter, and 
even bent her majestic person for the purpose 
of lifting up my trunk. After the most 
desperate efforts, she succeeded in dragging 
it in, puffing very hard and eyeing me 
askance all the time. Out of breath with 
this painful exertion, she silently pointed to 
a door on her right : I entered. The room 
was low, small, and oppressively warm. 
A large wood fire burned on the hearth; I 
felt a thick carpet under my feet ; a lamp, 
suspended from the ceiling, gave a narrow 
circle of faint, dim light, and left the rest 
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of the room in comparative obscurity. A 
wide couch, old high-backed chairs, a 
mahogany press that reflected the fire-light 
in its broad polished pannels, met my rapid 
glance. I looked for my god-mother, but 
all I could see was a dark massive-looking 
arm-chair by the fireside, and an old cat 
asleep on the hearth-rug. I was wondering 
whether my god-mother would soon make 
her appearance, when I heard a husky cough, 
which seemed to proceed from the depths of 
the arm-chair, and something strongly re- 
sembling — in the dark — a large black bundle 
began to agitate itself in the same quarter. 
I came quickly forward. I felt I stood in the 
presence of my god-mother — I was a foolish 
little thing in those days ; I know not why a 
mist came over my eyes, and I know not 
how, instead of merely taking my god- 
mother's extended hand, I found myself on 
my knees before her, crying over the hand 
I had seized as if my heart would break, and 
sobbing " Marraine, Marraine ! " 

" Oh ! mon Dieu ! who is this ? Is she 
mad? Help! Marianne!" — a bell was rung 
violently — " the young lady is ill ; pick her 
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up, and" — wheeling back her chair — 
" mind you do not let her come near me/' 

There was no need to pick me up. I was 
on my feet in an instant, crimson with surprise 
and shame. 

" Is it a fever ? " continued my god-mother, 
still wheeling back her chair, until it had 
reached the wall. " Is it contagioas ? " A scent- 
bottle was at her nose directly. 

I stammered forth that I was quite well. 

" Are you sure of it ? " said she, eyeing me 
cautiously ; " quite sure that you do not feel 
feverish ? Are you subject to fits, or was it 
only a fall? Are you hurt? Oh! you need 
not show me. Marianne, see if the young 
lady is hurt." 

I shortly answered that I was given to no 
fits, and had sustained no injury. 

" Then bring us in the supper, Marianne, it 
will do us good ; and you, my dear child, sit 
down opposite me on the other side of the 
fire-place that I may see you." So speaking 
my god-mother wheeled slowly back to her 
former place, keeping her eye on me all the 
time, and remaining at a prudent distance. 
I took the seat she pointed out, and being 
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still astonished and confused, eyed her with a 
bewildered glance. 

I had thought Marianne stout, but, compared 
to her mistress, she was a light and agile 
maiden. Mademoiselle Toumelle was the 
broadest lady I ever beheld ; the horizontal 
line predominated throughout her whole 
person. I never saw anything so compact 
as herself and the arm-chair together: she 
fitted in the arm-chair, and the arm-chair 
fitted to her with mathematical accuracy; 
I thought of a plump oyster in its shell, and 
wondered whether she ever got out of it. 

After looking at me for some time, and 
becoming convinced of my harmlessness, my 
god-mother hoped in a husky voice that my 
fall had not hurt me. I explained that it was 
not exactly a fall had brought me at her feet. 

"Oh!" she slowly said, "I thought it 
was ; you see at my age people have done 
with kneehng, weeping, and sentiment : 
things which only tend to disturb the diges 
tion." 

I murmured an apology. 

" Never mind. So you were not comfortable 
at home.'' I wished to explain, she would not 
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allow me — " No details, my dear child, they are 
useless and distressing things : I can imagine. 
Take off your cloak and bonnet ; here comes the 
supper." 

Marianne entered, bearing d covered dish, 
from which a fricassee of hot rabbit sent forth 
a most savoury odour. My god-mother's little 
black eyes sparkled, her lips moved and 
moistened, she wheeled her chair to the table, 
smoothed down the table-cloth, opened and 
spread out her own immaculate napkin, and, 
with her eyes on the dish, she softly rubbed 
her fat white hands. She did not seem in any 
hurry : no, she waited for the happy moment 
in a sort of placid beatitude, that bespoke the 
serenity of her mind. 

" So this is my god-mother ! " thought I, 
watching her picking the choice bits out of the 
dish, with all the candour of genuine selfish- 
ness and gourmandise. 

" Do you Hke hot fricassee of rabbit, my 
dear ? You do. I am so glad. There is no- 
thing more uncomfortable than want of sym- 
pathy. I was to have married a gentleman, a 
good man certainly, but with whom I could 
never agree. He detested my fricassee, and I 
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detested his p&t^ de foie : it ended by 
canying him off, as I had always pre- 
dieted." 

After supper, which lasted for an hour, my 
god-mother, not seeming to think that I might 
be fatigued and need rest, asked me to read her 
to sleep with the newspaper : in two minutes 
she was in a comfortable doze, which lasted 
half an hour. At the end of that time she 
woke up quite refreshed, and rang the bell. 
Marianne entered, carrying a tray covered with 
dehcacies, which she placed on a convenient 
httle table at my god-mother's elbow ; she 
next brought forward a very comfortable high- 
backed chair, then a soft cushion for the feet, 
and placing both opposite the fire, composedly 
seated herself near her mistress, with whom she 
began to discuss the menu of the next day's 
dinner. 

" Potage au riz, Marianne, it is long since we 
had any." 

" I have no objection to the potage ; but you 
must have cotelettes au basilic for the second 
course." 

" With a poularde k la bourgeoise," placidly 
suggested my god-mother. 
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" No, indeed," snappishly said the cook, 
" you shall have ducks en hochepot, and be glad 
to get them too." 

My god-mother yielded the point with a 
sigh: she evidently requested the poularde. 
The third course was extremely stormy : the 
mistress insisted on partridges, the cook de- 
clared she should be satisfied with a poulet k 
la reine. Overpowered with fatigue, I fell 
asleep as they renewed the quarrel over the 
dessert. 

I remained with my god-mother a whole 
year, during which I was oppressed with com- 
fort, and loaded with good things. There was 
not a genuine angle in the whole house. 
Everything was softened down, cushioned, and 
rounded off, as if for the use of the most fragile 
being. The beds of painful softness were 
shrouded in by drowsy -looking curtains ; the 
doors had thick coats of wadding on, and flew 
open before the slightest touch ; there were 
thick blinds to keep out the light, and high 
screens to keep off the wind ; the chairs were 
vast and deep, the cushions soft and easy. But 
what was this to our perpetual feeding ? Break- 
fast at eight, dejeuner k la fourchette at eleven, 
gouter at two, dinner at six, and supper at nine. 
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At the end of a week I declared I could not 
possibly partake of more than three meals a day, 
and sank for ever in the esteem of my god- 
mother and her cook Marianne. 

For all this she was one of the most good- 
natured of selfish gourmands, quite ready to do 
a kindness, if she were only put in the way. 
This indeed was an indispensable condition. I 
do not think she doted on me, and my romantic 
fancies of being the staflp and comfort of her 
old age certainly vanished on nearer view ; yet 
she hberally paid masters to attend me when I 
expressed a desire to continue my studies, and 
authorized me to open a subscription with the 
circulating hbrary, as soon as I had hinted a 
wish for a higher sort of Kterature than that 
which was to be found in her cookery books. 
She even allowed me to read her to sleep of an 
evening with some romantic tale, provided it 
were not of a painful nature, and that all ended 
comfortably, for, as she wisely observed, " life, 
whether in fiction or reaUty, should always 
be hke a good dinner, and close with the 
dessert.*' 

We were enjoying ourselves after this fashion 
on a quiet winter s evening, and my god -mother 
had just dropped off into her usual doze, when 
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I heard a carriage stopping at the door. 
The bell was rung violently ; Marianne 
opened, and in a few seconds entered the 
parlour. 

"Madame," said she, with a bewildered look, 
"a lady — your sister, she says — wishes to 
see you." 

I had never heard of my god-mother having 
more than one sister, who had died, or was said 
to have died, in America. I conjectured this 
was she or her ghost, and the horror-struck 
look of Mademoiselle Toumelle showed me she 
had come to the same conclusion. Before she 
could recover or even answer, the visitor 
entered. She was a tall, thin, pale-faced wo- 
man, clad in black from head to foot, with 
feathers in her bonnet, that waved like the 
plumes of a hearse, and a long black velvet 
cloak, not unlike a pall. Her slow, majestic 
pace completed her funereal appearance. She 
paused on the threshold, and exclaiming with a 
broken sob, " Where is she ? where is my own 
darling sister ? " 

She opened her arms to receive my trans- 
ported god-mother. But, apart the effort it 
would have been to rise so soon after dinner, 
Mademoiselle Toumelle was too much stupified 
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to dream of doing aught save staring with a 
secret horror at her sister, who accordingly fell 
upon her bosom, and vowed with many a sob, 
" that since they had met again, death alone 
should part them ; that she — my god-mother 
— need not fear, for that her own Rosalie would 
never, never leave her." 

I never saw so tearful and melancholy a 
being as this same Rosalie. She embraced 
her sister and wept ; she drew away to look 
at her and wept, and when I thought she 
had fairly given it up, she hugged her 
again with another sob and a fresh burst 
of tears. My god-mother endured all with 
as much mental as physical helplessness : 
to protest or resist was as impracticable a 
feat as to leave her arm-chair and fly. 

The mournful Rosalie, though stiU weep- 
ing abundantly, had enough self-possession 
left to go and dismiss the fiacre at the door, 
and haggle about the fare with the driver. 
When this important task — ^which ended in 
the utter discomfiture of the cabmafi — was 
over, she ordered Marianne to take in her 
luggage, and walked up-stairs herself, for 
the purpose of selecting the best of her 
sister's spare bed-rooms. My poor god- 
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mother never moved once all the time. 
Alarmed at her mute despair, I sought to 
comfort her, but all she could or would 
say was that, " since RosaUe, instead of 
being dead — as she ought to have been — 
was ahve and well, it must be she who 
was destined to leave this world." She 
closed her eyes and feebly shook her head 
when I endeavoured to remove this pain- 
ful impression. I perceived at supper how 
deeply this idea had taken hold of her 
mind. We had a hot fiicassfe of rabbit, 
but scarcely had my god-mother tasted 
the first mouthful, when she laid down 
her fork, and giving me a mournful look, 
exclaimed : 

" No mushroom! " 

In her agitation, Marianne had — for the 
first time — forgotten that important ingre- 
dient, and my god-mother took this as a 
clear warning that she was soon to be 
called away from the good things of this 
world. From that fatal day her appetite 
declined visibly. The ghosthke Rosalie — 
the mystery of whose reappearance was 
never cleared up — carried her off in six 
weeks. I should have thought half the 
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time quite sufficient, but my god-mother had a 
strong constitution. For six weeks her 
breakfast was disturbed by the lamenta- 
tions of Rosalie, who mourned to think 
that her darling sister's years would not 
permit them to be long together ; at din- 
ner she heard herself besought in pathetic 
accents " to be frugal — to remember that 
their dear father had died of apoplexy, and 
that their dearest mother was so dropsical ! " 
When supper time came round, Rosalie 
wept over her and told her "she was 
fast breaking up." At the end of the six 
weeks my poor god-mother, fairly conquered, 
took to her bed and died. 

I had not loved her very much, yet I 
grieved for her death. She had been kind 
in her way ; besides, it is one of my weak- 
nesses to get easily attached to the human 
faces around me. I moreover pitied my 
poor god-mother, and lamented her unhappy 
end. By her will, Mademoiselle Toumelle 
left her property to Marianne, " as a token 
of esteem for her high talents, and gratitude 
for her faithful services." A codicil gave 
me a dowry of ten thousand francs, of 
which the interest alone was at my dis- 
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posal until I became of age. A second 
codicil bestowed "on the sister who had 
shortened her days — ^her forgiveness." 

Rosalie was loud in her lament: "she 
had sacrificed herself to an ingrate, incapa- 
ble of appreciating her devotion." Then 
suddenly her wrath vented itself upon me, 
whom she called "a little intrigante," and 
on Marianne, whom she accused of having 
poisoned her poor dear sister with her 
abominable cookery in general, and a per- 
fidious dish of mushrooms in particular. 
How Marianne rose in her wrath, and turned 
RosaUe out of doors, is a matter foreign 
to the history of my experiences. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Behold me, kind reader, in a diligence 
once more, but this time on my road to 
Paris. I am nearly eighteen; my dowry 
yields me the magnificent income of three 
hundred francs, but I shrewdly conclude 
that this is not quite enough to hve upon, 
and therefore proceed to the capital, where 
a host of pupils are, of course, ready to 
avail themselves of my talents, — I have 
taken pains, and am really an accomphshed 
young lady. I go to Paris for three rea- 
sons : the first, that which I have mentioned ; 
the second, that I am determined to see 
the world; the third, that Paris is the 
present residence of my step-mother, under 
whose guardianship I in some sort consider 
myself, and with whom I have kept up a 
distant correspondence. She coldly approves 
my resolve of remaining in some respect- 
able boarding-school until I can procure 
pupils, or a situation as governess; and 
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to her forehead; I thought she looked 
troubled. I hastened to speak of Jos^r 
phine and Louise. 

" They are so happy," said the fond 
mother, with a sudden smile and a brighten- 
ing look. 

I understood all at once : she had given 
everything up to marry her plain daughters, 
and this thought could make the miserable 
little apartment a sunny and joyful place for 
her. But why was she not with either of 
them ? why was she alone ? I could not help 
putting the thought into words. She hastily 
replied " that it was her own choice, quite her 
own choice; she had always liked Paris." 
And she gave me an anxious look, as if she 
feared I might not believe her. 

Why is it that, when I beheld her there alone 
and forsaken, hiding her poverty in the bosom 
of a great and strange city, the memory of 
every past kindness rose so strong within me, 
that my whole heart yearned towards her ? and 
I could not but speak : 

" Maman," said I, for I had always named 
her thus, "it so happens that we are both 
alone in this strange place. Is there anything 
to prevent us from being together ? I will be 
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no burden to you. Indeed, I fancy we might 
be happier together." 

At first she did not answer. 

" My poor child," she said at length, " my 
health is not very good : you would have but 
a dull Ufe with me." 

" I should hke it, I should hke it dearly," 
I eagerly exclaimed. "Pray let it be so. 
You will love me a little for my father s sake, 
and I will love you a great deal, not for his 
sake only, but for your own sake, and for all 
the good you did to one who had none on 
earth save you." 

I laid my hand upon her arm and looked 
up into her face, for indeed my heart was in 
what I said, and I felt very much moved. 

" Sylvie," answered my step-mother, in a 
tremulous tone, " you are a good child, with a 
kind heart. God will bless you for all this." 
And drawing me towards her, she kissed me 
and wept. 

The joy her consent gave me showed me 
how much I loved her in my heart. I never 
spent a happier day or more pleasant evening. 
The reserve she had always inspired me with 
vanished at once. I talked incessantly ; firstly, 
because joy has the efiect of making me 
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voluble ; and secondly, because it was so plea- 
sant to hear my own voice calling her "ma- 
man/' 

"Maman, I shall have so many pupils/' 
said I, arranging my books in the Uttle drawing- 
room. ''Maman, I shall earn so much 
money," I observed at dinner — ^it was rather a 
frugal one. " I only fear, maman," said I in 
the evening, " that I shall scarcely have any 
time to be at home with you." 

Maman smiled. She was sitting by the fire- 
side, with something of mingled joy and sadness 
in her look as it rested upon me. I sat on a 
low stool at her feet, building my glorious 
castles in the air, with the zeal and faith of an 
architect of eighteen. They stood so clearly 
before me. That very day, within two hours 
of my arrival, I had taken my advertisement to 
be inserted in the Petites Affiches : " A young 
lady — ^well educated — good musician — English 
and Italian — terms moderate ! " What parent 
or guardian could resist this appeal, and be so 
blind to the great rule of self-interest as not 
to secure my services at once ? 

" Maman," I continued, in my random talk, 
" you should always wear black silk, nothing 
becomes you so well. Why have you no 
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floirers now ? I know rou are food of them. 

• 

Hfaall we not remove from here? As I was 
coming home from the newspaper office I saw 
a charming fourth-floor to let, with a large 
lialcon y, quite the thing for tout flowers, and a 
handiKime room that would do so well for me 
to have classes at home ; for von see it would 
be a great deal more pleasant for the pupils to 
come to me — than for me to be running after 
them, in wind, rain, and every weather ; besides 
the expense of taking onmibuses in order to be 
in time/' 

"My dear child,'* said maman, a little 
gravely, " you have not got the pupils yet/' 

" But they are coming," I confidently re- 
plied. 

We took the apartment. I spent no little 
of my ready money on furniture for the draw- 
ing-room, and especially on a large mahogany 
table, covered with green baize, which I 
destined for the " classes ; " it was somewhat 
dear, but one pupil at ten francs a month 
would — as I proved to maman — cover the 
expense in eight months and a half. Upon 
the whole, I thought it cheap, and rejoiced over 
my bargain. 

There was only one circumstance which 
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mortij&ed me ; " the out-door pupils, whom it 
was so fatiguing to run after in wind, rain, and 
every weather," delayed making their appear- 
ance. I could riot understand this. Had my 
advertisement appeared ? It had. Were, then, 
the parents and guardians of Paris struck with 
moral blindness, that they so recklessly dis- 
regarded the advantages oflfered to them ? I 
recapitulated inwardly. A young lady — well 
educated — good musician — English and Italian 
— terms moderate : And yet a whole fortnight 
had elapsed, and no answer had come. 

"There is only one explanation possible," 
said I to maman; '*some unprincipled go- 
verness has, by means as yet inexplicable to 
me — but I shall find it out — ^intercepted the 
answers* of my unknown correspondents at the 
newspaper office — I shall have them sent here 
another time — and carried off my unhappy 
and deluded pupils. Nice teaching they will 
get from her ! This is very tiresome, for I 
shall have to insert another advertisement. 
But after all," I consolingly added, "it is 
only a fortnight lost, for it stands to reason 
that I could not have accepted all the pu- 
pils." 

Maman received this explanation with a 
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doubtful look, but she was unwilling to dis- 
courage me. 

A second advertisement was, therefore, sent, 
with the wise precautions I ha^^e mentioned. 
But when two days had elapsed, and I received 
no reply, I could not help observing with some 
anxiety : 

" I fear, maman, she has carried them all 
off. Of course they were all attracted by the 
first advertisement. Do you think it will be 
very long before I can find another supply?" 

Maman's reply was more encouraging than 
definite; but I comforted myself with the 
" classes." I gloried, I may say I revelled, in 
the " classes." I beheld — in my mind's eye 
— the long table covered with inkstands, books, 
and papers, and surrounded by attentivTe pupils, 
who hung upon my words. I — preserving 
that gravity which should never desert a 
teacher — seriously expound that which it is 
my object to teach, patiently listen to timid 
objections, and gently explain all difficulties 
away. At the end of every month I receive 
the moderate sum of ten francs from each 
pupil — it is fifteen if they remain an hour 
extra, see last paragraph but one of the pro- 
spectus. These ten francs all put together 
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make a handsome pile of five-franc pieces, 
which I display to the astonished gaze of 
maman, and out of which I secretly buy her 
a rich black silk dress. Instead, however, of 
reproving me for my extravagance, she merely 
says : 

"Sylvie, my dear, your pupils are not 
coming." 

The dream vanishes at once, and I waken 
with a perturbed spirit, for if I get no pupils, 
what becomes of the "classes?" Fate, who 
then entered the apartment under the shape 
of our portress with a letter in her hand, spared 
me the trouble of a reply. I broke the seal 
with trembling fingers. 

"A pupil! a dozen, for all I know," I 
joyously exclaimed; "Mademoiselle Benolt — 
an old aunt I will warrant, with a legion of 
nieces — wants me; she lives close by; how 
deUghtful!" 

It was not in maman's power to moder- 
ate my transports, and so with a smile 
and a sigh, and a recommendation to 
secure advantageous terms, which I answer- 
ed with a shrewd look, she saw me de- 
part on my blissful errand. 

I was at the door of Mademoiselle 



250 SEVEN TEARS. 

Benolt in five minutes, but I walked up- 
stairs with a cool business-like air, lest the 
portress should by any means know my 
errand, and suspect this was my first pupil. 
Indeed, I was resolved to be greatly on 
my guard, and I decided inwardly that 
Mademoiselle Benolt must be very deep 
to over-reach me. I found her in furnished 
apartments on the second-floor, in her 
boudoir ; her favourite room, she said ; I 
cannot assert it was her only one, but it 
was the first I entered, and the only door 
I saw looked as if leading to a dark closet, 
by which I do not mean to imply that a 
whole suite of apartments did not extend 
beyond. 

Mademoiselle Benolt was about forty, 
sallow and plain, but so juvenile in her 
attire, that I looked quite matronly by her 
side in my dress of sober brown. Half 
rising from the sofa on which she was re- 
clining, she languidly inquired my errand. 
I explained. She looked incredulous. "Im- 
possible!" she exclaimed. I nervously pro- 
duced the letter. She eyed it like a per- 
son waking from a dream. 
• '' Ah ! I remember now," she thoughtfully 
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exclaimed ; " I had forgotten all about it. 
You need not be astonished, it is just Hke 
me." 

I supposed she had a bad memory : but 
she shook her head. "Memory — no, it was 
not that ; but we would not speak on this 
subject. She had seen my advertisement, 
and wished to know whether I would 
mind devoting a few hours to her daily, 
as secretary, reader, and companion." This 
was not what I had hoped for, but I 
was in no mood to refuse. The next 
thing I supposed would be the discussion 
about terms, and here I was ready for 
Mademoiselle Benolt ; but without alluding 
to this subject she merely said : 

"My nerves render this plan imperative. 
I must place myself and my too ardent 
feelings under the control of a calmer mind. 
Certain agitating books must be read slowly; 
certain deep emotions must be vented slowly. 
You understand." 

I tried to look as if I did, but I was 
thinking of the terms. "Besides," she con- 
tinued modestly, " unmarried — alone — with- 
out a male protector in this great city, 
where I am detained by a vexatious law-; 
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suit — obliged to receive the visits of men 
of business, I really, cannot dispense with 
the presence of a person of my own sex, 
to whom I shall look for advice and pro- 
tection." I felt confounded at the idea of 
having to advise and protect a lady who 
might, without any stretch of fancy, have 
been my mamma. Heedless of this, she 
proposed that I should begin my office 
by reading Victor Hugo's last volume, and 
she had already assumed a listening attitude, 
when I faltered out something about 
terms. She looked infinitely shocked. 

" Terms ! money, mon Dieu ! how could 
some people be so very worldly ? She 
never thought of money.'* 

I inwardly despised myself as a worship- 
per of mammon — -well I might in the pre- 
sence of such high-mindedness. She pur- 
sued : " Since the odious subject has been 
mentioned, pray what are your terms? But 
mind, I know as much of such things as a 
baby." 

Beautiful ignorance and charming con- 
fidence. With what agonizing nicety did I 
calculate the exact sum I might conscien- 
tiously ask. At length it came out : for 
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three hours a day, fifty francs a month. 
" Fifty/' she carelessly repeated, her mind 
on other things, her eyes on the ceiling ; 
then suddenly turning them upon me, she 
added : " Don't you think you could come 
for forty ? " 

" I do not think I could," I replied, with 
some emotion. 

"But any one would, I assure you," was 
her significant rejoinder. 

This settled the matter. I perceived that 
in my ignorance I had asked a salary so 
high as to startle even this ingenuous lady. 
I was distressed, I apologized; I would 
have conie for thirty francs if she had 
asked me. 

" No apologies," she said, with a sigh ; " 
" I admire, I envy your worldly wisdom. 
Would I might acquire some of it. Vain 
hope ! I, too heedless, too confiding, shall be 
imposed upon to the end. You, so acute, 
so penetrating — ah ! I envy you. And now 
a few pages of Victor Hugo, if you please." 

She once more assumed the listening 
attitude. When we had done with Victor 
Hugo we took up Lamartine : in short, we 
went the round of French poets in two 
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hours. I occasionally besought Mademoiselle 
Benolt to explain various obscure and mys- 
terious passages, with which she seemed 
particularly enraptured, but she only turned 
up her eyes, shook her head, and sighed. 
" I was happy not to imderstand such 
things; I should never seek to understand 
them; it was best to remain as I was. 
And now," she added, " will you be so 
good as to take a pen, a sheet of paper, 
and prepare to write ? " 

I complied, and listened with some curi- 
osity, for I felt confident she was a muse, 
at the very least ; but she only dictated 
the following letter : 

"My dear Cicero, 
" Be not surprised at the strange 
handwriting. I have secured — a step you 
will approve — a companion, whose prudence 
and worldly wisdom will greatly benefit 
your poor heedless friend. 

" I feel anxious about your health, not 
having seen you these two days. I need 
scarcely say that for the paltry law-suit I do 
not care. You know my fooUsh disinter- 
estedness. My opponent, poor man, has 
set his heart on gaining his cause. Pray 
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let him: I have a wealth in my thoughts, 
in my feeUngs, in my heart, he cannot 
touch. I would say come and dine with 
me to-morrow, did I not know your strict 
business habits ; but you will perhaps call 
in the afternoon to let me know how the 
case is going on. In the artistic point of 
view I feel deeply interested in it." 

Mademoiselle Benolt, having signed this 
letter, requested me to fold it up, but sud- 
denly recollecting herself, she begged of me 
to open it again: "there was a little post- 
scription to add.'' 

I comphed, and added the following P.S. 

" By the merest chance — a letter from 
the country — I learned this morning that 
the grandfather of my opponent was a 
notorious gambler; that his eldest son, the 
father of my opponent, failed ; that his 
second son, the uncle of my opponent, was 
drowned in a very inexplicable sort of way ; 
and that the / first wife of my opponent 
died suddenly, she being then ahne in the 
house with her husband. 

" P.P. S.S. I mention these circumstances, 
thinkuig they may interest you." 

The letter, now fairly finished, was di- 
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rected to a Monsieur Everard, whom I con- 
jectured to be her lawyer, and Made- 
moiselle Benolt asked me to post it as I 
was going home. I found maman uneasy 
at my long absence. Sitting down at her 
feet by the fire-side, I gave her a minute 
account of all that had passed. When I 
told her about the agreement she shook 
her head. But when I concluded, and 
looked up into her face somewhat anxi- 
ously, she only smiled kindly, and said, 
as she smoothed my hair, " I was a good 
child, and with a little more knowledge 
of the world I would do very well." 

I felt relieved, for, to say the truth, 
reader, I had begun to fear that Made- 
moiselle Benolt had over-reached me, and 
that I had not been quite successful with 
my first pupil. 

Nothing worth mentioning occurred for 
three weeks, during which I found no other 
scholar. I comforted myself by thinking of 
the " classes." I had ceased to mention them, 
having a vague notion that maman, though 
unwilling to discourage me, was getting 
sceptical on this subject, and even looked 
on the green table with an eye of disfavour. 
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I wrote — for Mademoiselle Benott — almost 
daily epistles to Monsieur Everard, whom I 
never saw, but to whom — and this was 
really provoking — I had to describe myself 
as "the grave adviser and prudent worldly 
friend " of my employer. She informed me 
at the end of the three weeks that her law- 
suit was over ; a great point, and that she had 
won ; a secondary point, of course. Monsieur 
Everard was to dine with her the next day ; 
but unless I consented to be present, she 
could not think of dining alone even with a 
single man of his years and gravity. I 
yielded, and accordingly dressed a little, a 
very little, better than usual for the occasion. 
Monsieur Everard was already there when 
I arrived. He was a tall, stiff man, but he 
did not look more than thirty, though grave 
enough for double that age. He wore a 
pair of green spectacles, which gave him a 
sort of impenetrable look, and which I con- 
sidered symbolical of the mysteries of the 
law. I thought he eyed me with some 
surprise ; he had probably expected to find his 
client's " grave adviser " somewhat older. 
He soon resumed his conversation with our 
hostess: they were talking about the law- 
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suit. She had already — charming obUvious- 
ness — forgotten all about the damages. 

" It was very foolish ; she knew it was ; 
but now, positively, how much was it ? " 

" Fifteen thousand francs," shortly answered 
the lawyer. 

" Oh ! of course : how could I ? And the 
costs you say — " 

" Fall on your antagonist, who being nearly 
ruined—" 

" Poor man," quickly interrupted Mademoi- 
selle Benoit. 

" Asks for time to settle his account." 

" Impossible," she said, with a deep sigh ; 
" I have — ^you know my weakness — given my 
brother my solemn word of honour there shall 
be no delay; but pray let him know I pity 
him ; pray do." 

"I beUeve he has not the money," con- 
tinued Monsieur Everard. 

" How unprincipled ! " cried Mademoiselle 
,Benott, colouring, "but I remember he has 
land." 

" Do you wish for a saisie ? " coolly asked 
the lawyer. 

"Oh! you cruel man, to hint at such a 
thing ! " 
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" Then you object to a saisie ? " 

" Alas ! why is it inevitable ? " 

" Mademoiselle Benolt, I am a plain man : 
do you or do you not wish for a saisie ? " 

She protested he was the most pitiless 
man in existence: that he put things into 
her head of which it grieved her to think ; 
that since no other means remained, she must 
of course say " yes ; " but that she begged 
him not to harrow her foolish feelings any 
longer with so distressing a subject. A 
peculiar smile curled Monsieur Everard's 
nether lip, but he made no reply, and bowed 
coldly. Our charming hostess, anxious not to 
leave us under a painful impression, soon 
recovered her flow of spirits. She gaily taxed 
the lawyer with his gravity, and protested 
I was more sedate than ever. 

" You have no idea," said she, addressing 
him, '*^what a prudent, calculating head that 
is. How I am checked, subdued, and 
brought down to a sober mood, by this grave 
worldly little friend of mine. Oh ! you can 
have no idea." 

" Indeed ! " said he, with the same smile. 

I coloured, and felt heartily ashamed of my 
worldliness. Dinner was not ready yet, and 
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Mademoiselle Benolt proposed a walk in the* 
Tuileries ; we acceded. She retired to the room 
that looked like a dark closet, and in a few 
minutes appeared in an elaborate toilette, that 
threw me quite in the shade. 

The day was fine, the garden was thronged, 
and our walk seemed very pleasant. We had 
not proceeded far along the broad avenue 
of horse chestnuts, when we met two ladies 
and a gentleman. They gave us a peculiar 
look, and the gentleman observed in a low 
tone : " What a charming blonde.'' They 
passed on, and left me in a flutter. The 
green spectacles of Monsieur Everard, whose 
arm I held, were on me in a second, then as 
sharply turned towards Mademoiselle Benott ; 
her hair was dark. The compUment could 
not be for her, yet I wondered, and felt 
incredulous. Two ladies walking together 
had already passed us ; they looked at my 
companions first, then at me, lingered behind, 
and one whispered to the other : " The blonde 
is lovely." What woman can doubt her 
beauty when it is praised by another woman ? 
I confess I began to feel uncomfortable on 
this subject. Had I been handsome all 
along without knowing it? Novel heroines 
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always were unconscious. Perhaps I was 
a heroine ! I will not weary the reader by 
repeating all the exclamations of admira- 
tion which were bestowed on the lovely 
blonde during our hour's walk. I began to 
find that there was nothing so astonishing 
in all this; I had never been counted 
handsome in the province ; but who did not 
know the discrimination of Parisian taste ? 

I was seated at dinner near Monsieur 
Everard, but neither the lawyer nor his 
green spectacles occupied me much : I 
was thinking of the discovery I had made. 

" I congratulate you on your triumph, 
Mademoiselle," he observed, after the soup. 

I blushed, and thought he might have 
spared my modesty. 

" What triumph ? " asked our hostess. 

" I should have said the triumph of your 
taste. Did you not hear every one admiring 
the blonde on your bonnet ? " 

" Oh ! it was the blonde then," I cried, 
quite bewildered. The green spectacles were 
upon me directly. I became crimson. He 
said nothing, but smiled so significantly that I 
felt I hated him. 

"Yes," sighed Mademoiselle Benott, "I 
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have been very extravagant; my prudent 
friend there would never forgive me if she 
knew how much that blonde cost/' 

Monsieur Everard gave me another look, 
but he had mercy enough to remain silent. 

I went home vexed with the keen-sighted 
lawyer, vexed with myself and my own 
foolish vanity. Had I not eyes to see the 
blonde on Mademoiselle Benolt's bonnet ? 

I was so mortified that I did not notice 
maman's smiling and amused face; but she 
noticed my downcast look and questioned me. 
I told her what had happened ; she laughed, 
and bade me not mind Monsieur Everard or 
Mademoiselle Benott. 

" You have found other friends," she said. 
" What do you think of Mademoiselle finding 
you a husband?" 

My breath seemed gone at this strange sug- 
gestion. 

" Yes," pursued maman, '^ Mademoiselle de- 
clares that she has found you a husband." 

I have not yet mentioned Mademoiselle. 
Her name was Leonie Moreau, I believe, but 
I am not sure. No one had ever dreamed 
of calling her otherwise than Mademoiselle. 
She was fifty, brown as a berry, stout, and 
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brisk as a bee, and she was Mademoiselle for 
every one in the house in which she had lived 
for the last thirty-three years. The door of 
our apartment faced hers : we met her often 
on the staircase, and saw a good deal of her on 
her balcony, which was a continuation of ours. 
Maman had a distant acquaintance with some 
of Mademoiselle's relatives. Thus our know- 
ledge of her began, and as Mademoiselle had 
a warm heart and a lively tongue, our friend- 
ship progressed rapidly; to me she took an 
especial fancy. She found me strikingly like 
a young sister of hers, who had died some 
thirty years before, and she liked me for the 
resemblance more, I beUeve, than for my own 
particular merits. She never saw me water- 
ing flowers on the balcony without a tear in 
her eye, that did not check the pleasant and 
habitual smile on her lips, or the cheerful 
" Good morning " with which she always 
greeted me. In my " classes " and attempts to 
procure pupils she entered warmly, and did 
her best, I am sure, to second me, but uselessly ; 
and it probably was her failure in that quarter 
that had suggested to her the propriety of 
finding me a husband. How she meant to 
set about this strange task, and what sort of 
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husband it was to be, maman could not or 
would not tell me. 

*' Go on the balcony and water your flowers," 
she said, " Mademoiselle will be there, and she 
will tell you all about it/' 

At first I said I would not go ; then curi- 
osity proved stronger than pride : I filled my 
watering-pot and I stepped out. A brown 
face immediately appeared between two tall 
laurel trees standing in pots, and a beaming 
smile welcomed me. 

" What a lovely evening, Mademoiselle 
Sylvie," said the gay voice of Mademoiselle. 

A rosy flush spread above the opposite roof, 
and faded away into the heavenly blue at the 
zenith. It was a fine evening, and I said so 
whilst I watered a rose tree. Mademoiselle's 
head stretched out as far as it could go, and 
she confidentially whispered: 

" I wish you would draw a httle nearer, my 
dear." 

I obeyed in some confusion, and she half 
said, half whispered : 

" I cannot speak loud on account of that 
odious little thing down-stairs. I am confident 
she listens ; else how could things that I have 
not mentioned to more than half a dozen 
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trustworthy people get wind? It looks sus- 
picious." 

I confessed it did. 

" Well, then, my dear, let us speak low. I 
mentioned to your maman this afternoon a 
little scheme of my own* I want you to 
marry a young cousin of mine. Of course 
you must know more about it before you 
reply. Well, then, here is an exact and most 
accurate description of my cousin. He is 
twenty-eight, tall, dark-haired, and blue-eyed : 
so he will just suit you, who are rather short 
and fair. He has handsome features, and a 
most pleasant countenance. So much for his 
person : his temper is angelic, sweet, and most 
amiable. His means are not great as yet ; 
but he makes money enough, and requires but 
a small dot. Your ten thousand francs will 
do. He is to spend the evening with me 
after to-morrow, and you will just drop in by 
chance. He will know you by your dress, 
which I shall describe — not a word ! — he will 
not know that you know anything about it : 
so please to look as cool and as careless as 
possible. I mention the circumstance of the 
dress because some other girl might call, and 
though he knows almost all the young ladies 
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with whom I am acquainted, yet there might 
be a stray one, and a mistake might occur. 
What wiU you wear; white musUn or blue? 
you look well in both." 

I had a vision of a fastidious yoimg Sultan, 
handsome and scornful, sitting on Mademoi- 
selle's drawing-room sofa, and thence surveying, 
through his critical eye-glass, a series of fair or 
dark girk passing before him with their most 
fascinating looks, and I firmly resolved that one 
of these I should not be. But Mademoiselle 
was a wilful Kttle woman. I therefore merely 
said that I was very much obliged to her, and 
that I should think over her kind proposal. She 
looked at me doubtfully. 

" You are not committed in the least," she 
said ; " I have told him nothing, save that you 
are a good daughter, a charming girl, and that 
you have ten thousand francs. He does not 
even know your name, nor where you live, nor 
the colour of your hair. So you see, Mignonne, 
I could not do things more delicately." 

I repeated that I was very much obliged to 
her, and succeeded in changing the subject of 
discourse. When I went in, I told maman all 
that had passed, and protested I would not go 
and be looked at. 
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" You are wrong, my dear/* said my step- 
mother, " Mademoiselle's cousin is an employ^ > 
I believe, in a worldly point of view, it would 
be a good match. Besides, what do you risk 
or lose by going ? Mademoiselle has managed 
everything so well that you are not in the least 
committed. You will be looked at by a man 
who does not even know your name. Where 
is the harm? Besides, is it not so that 
marriages are managed? You must not be 
romantic, my love." 

In short, I was talked and reasoned into com- 
pliance. 

But when the evening came my heart again 
failed me, and I begged of maman not to insist 
on my meeting that Monsieur Renaud, such I 
understood to be his name, as I really did not 
feel equal to the effort. She shook her head, 
and said that youth would be romantic, but 
she did not insist, and accordingly sent in a 
few words of apology to Mademoiselle. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

I FELT rather amused at the idea of Mon- 
sieur Renaud's disappointment, and a little 
curious to know how he had spent his even- 
ing. Accordingly, I went out on the balcony 
early the next morning, and had scarcely 
stepped out when Mademoiselle's window flew 
open, and Mademoiselle herself, heedless of 
curl papers and night -cap, appeared with as 
much wrath on her brown face as could ever 
find room there. 

" Oh ! you naughty thing,*' she said, " if 
you only knew the mischief you have done ! 
But I must be fair ; you never could imagine 
it ; no one could : it is that odious little thing 
down-stairs ! Monsieur Renaud came as 
agreed. I recapitulated all your good quali- 
ties. I will say it to vex you. I told him 
you were discreet, prudent, without a particle 
of vanity, and that you were to wear a blue 
Well, he sat waiting, burning with im- 
lence, for he is a very ardent young man. 
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when who should walk in but Eugenie and 
her mother, and what should Eugenie wear 
but a blue dress ! I made signs to him that 
she was not the right one, and concluded all 
was right ; but, my dear, I was so provoked. 
It must have been the horrid little thing 
down-stairs that let that bold little flirt and 
her designing mother know there was a future 
husband then with me ! How they behaved 
I will not tell you : it was disgraceful ! 
Eugenie made love to my cousin before my 
very eyes ! If you had only come in ; well — 
well — I have not had many such evenings. At 
length they left, and before I could open my 
lips, out flew my cousin : ' What a charming, 
artless girl ! I declare I am quite smitten ! ' 
' It was not the right one I ' I screamed. 
' This is a bold, forward Kttle flirt. I tell 
you it was not the right one. She could not, 
or rather would not, come,' ' Well, then, let 
her stay,' he replies, ' I am quite satisfied with 
the one I have seen.' I declare I cried with 
vexation ; but he only laughed, and if he 
marries that little coquette, I shall lay it all to 
you." 

I was half amused and half annoyed at 
this account. I did not care about Monsieur 
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certainly in no hopes of meeting Mademoi- 
selle, but there she was however, bright and 
beaming as usual. 

" My dear," she said, " I have such news 
for you. You know what I told you about 
my cousin, and how smitten he was with 
Mademoiselle Eugenie's artlessness — " 

" Indeed, Mademoiselle," I interrupted, 
feeling vexed at hearing so much on that sub- 
ject in one day, " indeed I do not care about 
Monsieur Renaud or Mademoiselle. I am 
delighted they are mutually pleased ; but I 
really wish to hear no more about them." 

Mademoiselle looked at me with some sur- 
prise. 

" My dear," she said, " how warmly you 
speak. I meant no harm, and, moreover, it is 
all right. My cousin called this morning to 
beg to see the right one, and to assure me 
that when he professed ^ himself so pleased 
with Mademoiselle Eugenie, he was only jok- 
ing — ^he has a vast deal of humour. In short, 
he is to come and dine with me this evening, 
and you must come too." 

Maman supported this suggestion so 
strongly, that I was obliged to yield. It was 
nearly dinner time, and I had barely half an 



272 SETE5 

lujpiir Ujht mj toflette. I said anrdmig would 
do, but manuui, wlio was nnusualhr fiKtidioiis, 
seemed to think that nothing could do. At 
kmgth we were both ready, and with some 
trepidation on mv part, we crossed the landing, 
and rang at Mademoiselle's door. Made- 
moiifelle's blooming Norman servant-giil opened 
to us with a smile, and ushered us in. Made- 
moiselle herself, in the splendour of a pink 
cap and a brown silk dress, rushed forward to 
meet us, and clasped us both in her arms. 
She seemed very much excited, and almost 
beside herself. 

"My dears," she exclaimed, in an under 
tone, " I am so glad. My cousin is burning 
with impatience. He is a very ardent young 
man. I am sure he is quite in a fever of ex- 
pectation. I know I was. Pray walk in to 
the drawing-room." 

If I had not felt pretty certain that the 
fever was aU of Mademoiselle's feeling or 
imagination, this speech of hers would have 
made me very uncomfortable, but the ardour 
of a man who searched for a wife in the metho- 
dical fashion adopted by Mademoiselle's cousin 
seemed to me very doubtful, so doubtful in- 
deed, that there was scarce a flush in my 
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cheek when I followed maman into the draw- 
ing-room. A gentleman, who sat looking over 
a book of engravings, rose as we entered. 
He looked at me, and I looked at him. I saw 
Monsieur Everard. 

" My cousin, Monsieur Everard Renaud," 
said Mademoiselle; "Madame Delmare, her 
daughter. Mademoiselle Sylvie Delmare." 

I certainly do not know what sort of a feel- 
ing sinking in the ground produces in the 
person so sunk, but it seemed to me then that 
to sink through the polished oak floor on 
which I stood, and vanish no matter where, 
would have been pleasanter than to face Mon- 
sieur Everard. True, he behaved decorously 
and well ; looked grave and unconscious, but 
could I forget what we had met for, and could 
he? Impossible, we both knew it: it was 
dreadfal. But from the very misery of the 
position came a sort of relief. I felt convinced 
that the quiet, prudent Monsieur Everard, so 
strangely described as an ardent and enthusi- 
astic young man, would never bestow a second 
thought on the girl of whose credulity and 
vanity he had obtained such recent proofs. 
This quite set me at my ease. Monsieur 
Everard was no one, and I spoke and acted 

VOL. IIL 18 



274 SEVEN YEAiElS. 

under this feeling. The dinner went off very 
well ; the evening was pleasant. M. Everard 
made himself agreeable, Mademoiselle wad 
in ecstasies, and maman very well pleased. 

" My dear," said she, when we retired, " 1 
like that Monsieur Renaud. He is sensible : 
he is a man of the world, and if you could 
marry him, or one like him, I should be well 

pleased." 

I laughed. " Dear maman," I said, 
" Monsieur Renaud and Monsieur Everard are 
one. So just fancy what a chance I have of 
either." 

Maman was at first taken aback, then she 
said she did not see that. I interrupted her to 
declare with some warmth, that though I was 
sure Monsieur Everard would not have me, 
yet even if he would, nothing should make me 
have so hard and disagreeable a man. Maman 
sighed, and feared I was romantic, but did Hot 
insist. 

The next day I went to my lesson as usual ; 
Mademoiselle Benott was with her lawyer, and 
the said lawyer chose to be very impertinent, 
as I thought. He said nothing that I could 
quarrel with, but his looks and smileis, when 
Mademoiselle Benolt descanted, as usual, on toy 



SEVEN YEARS. 275 

merits and the advantage I was to her were 
more than I could endure. I felt injured, and 
went home in such bad humour that it was 
some time before I perceived maman's pale 
face, that still bore the trace of recent tears. 
At length I was struck with both, and go- 
ing up hastily to her, I asked what had 
happened. 

"A great misfortune, my dear child," she 
replied, in a tremulous tone. 

'' What is it, maman ? " 

" The agent de change, to whom I had con- 
fided my rentes to dispose of, has absconded to 
Belgium." 

This was indeed a woeful blow, but I com- 
forted maman as well as I could. I besought 
her not to leave me for either of her daughters, 
who did not want her as I did ; then I said it 
would only be removing to a cheaper apart- 
ment and living a little more frugally ; that I 
would get scholars yet, and " classes " too, and 
that all would be comfortable. She refused for 
a long time, saying she had no claim upon 
me — which I warmly denied — but she ended 
by yielding. Dear maman ! her heart was sore 
indeed, but she did not wish me to think her 
own children would be loath to receive her, and 
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I felt as anxious not to let her see I knew the 
bitter truth. 

" And now, maman," said I, " just let me 
write down the name of that agent de change. 
Who knows but Monsieur Everard may give 
us some good advice ! " 

She sighed and shook her head as she utter- 
ed the name : " Monsieur Durand of Havre.'' 

The pen dropped from my fingers. Oh ! it 
was too much, too much indeed. I felt it, and 
fairly burst into tears. 

" Sylvie ! my dear child ! what is the mat- 
ter ? '' cried maman. 

" Alas ! " I exclaimed, weeping still, " it is 
that same Monsieur Durand who has got my 
money/' 

We passed a weary evening, endeavouring to 
comfort each other, but feeling sad indeed. 
Maman was more distressed for me than for 
herself. Every time her eyes fell upon me 
they filled with tears. I knew why. The 
home which would receive her would be closed 
upon me. She felt it keenly. 

" Oh ! " she exclaimed, in a tone of deep 
sorrow, " what would your poor father say ? " 

" That you acted for the best," I replied, 
kissing her. 
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CHAPTER V. ' ' 

I FEAR my eyes were still red when I called 
the following day on Mademoiselle Benott. 
She was engaged in the uncongenial task of 
receiving a large sum of money, which her 
lawyer methodically counted over to her. He 
bowed and smiled — ^much I cared about his 
smiling ! — but she never raised her eyes from 
the table : it was full five minutes before they 
had done. 

" There, take it away," she then contemptu- 
ously exclaimed, addressing some imaginary 
worshipper of mammon. But no one appear- 
ing, she rose with a sigh and removed the 
treasure to the neighbouring room, whence we 
heard various soimds of unlocking and locking 
up again. I thought to take this moment to 
address Monsieur Everard, whom, for many 
reasons, I wished to acquaint with what had 
happened ; but he seemed so entirely absorbed 
by his law papers, and as he turned them over 
his countenance looked so severe, that my 
heart failed me. 
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" Mademoiselle," said he, suddenly glancing 
up and catching my look before I had time to 
withdraw it, ** do you feel unwell ? " 

I told him my little story in a low tone. 
He looked concerned, and took both the name 
of the agent de change and our address ; '' it 
was very unfortunate indeed ; " and his accent 
was more kind and compassionate than I could 
have expected from him. Mademoiselle Benolt, 
who had done locJung up, had no such weak- 
ness. 

" What !" she exclaimed, with a noble dis- 
dain of riches, "the loss of the vile metal 
called gold can affect you thus? Oh! the 
worldliness of this world ! '' 

She continued to comfort me by dwelling so 
forcibly on the charms of poverty and the 
miseries of the rich, that I would have con- 
cluded the agent de change was a humane and 
benevolent philanthropist, bent on relieving me 
and my fellow-victims from the intolerable 
burden of money, if the worldhness which was 
80 strong within me had not absolutely re- 
volted against any such conclusion. 

As I was leaving her. Mademoiselle Benott 
handed me the sum of forty francs. Our 
" lessons,'" as she was pleased to term them, 
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were over with the law-suit, and she was re- 
turning to her native province. She warmly 
thanked me for the excellent advice I had 
given her, and the judicious control I had 
exercised over her feelings. " But, my dear 
firiend," said she, as we parted, ** pray do not 
be so worldly ; it dries up the heart." 

Thus ended my brief connexion with my 
first pupil. I advertised again, but, alas 1 in 
vain. 

Though I drew up a prospectus of my in*- 
tended "classes,'' I grieve to say that the 
public were so injudicious as not to be 
captivated with my scheme. The classes, in 
short, proved a failure, and the green table 
which filled all our drawing-room being pro- 
nounced a perfect bore, was on the point of 
being sold to a broker, when Monsieur Everard, 
learning our intention, purchased it. This 
leads me to observe that the lawyer called upon 
us almost every day, to tell us that the run^ 
away agent de change had been heard of, or 
would be heard of soon, or had not been heard 
of at all. This did not mend the matter much, 
but maman was greatly touched with his dis- 
interested zeal, and declared to me she had 
never met so kind and obliging a man. It 
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vexed her to perceive that he did not stand 
very high in my favour ; but, to be candid, the 
Kttle he did say to me was always of an 
annoying and provoking nature; for after 
appealing, on one point or another, to my 
prudence and worldly wisdom, with so much 
gravity that I could not but think him in 
earnest, and candidly gave him my opinion, 
he would suddenly turn round, and looking at 
me from under his green spectacles, say with 
his own peculiar smile : 

" And so. Mademoiselle Sylvie, you thought 
you were the blonde " — he did not add the 
epithet " lovely,*' but I knew he thought it — 
" ah ! well, to see how the wisest of us can be 
deceived!" 

The reader must not imagine that, because 
pupils did not come and " classes " would not 
answer, I remained idle. No ; we had been so 
fortunate as to procure some embroidery irom 
a large shop, and we worked from morning 
till night to eke out a scanty subsistence. I 
was grieved to see maman thus reduced ; for 
my part, I was young, full of hope, and did 
not mind it. Never, indeed, had I been so 
happy. What were the comforts of my early 
home, when maman*s heart was estranged 
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from me ? What was the good living of my poor 
god-mother s house compared to the pleasures 
of this humble home, where I loved and was 
loved ? For maman loved me now : I saw it 
every day in her kindly look, and heard it in 
her gentle voice. 

I had come home one evening with some 
work, when I found Monsieur Everard in 
earnest conversation with maman. 

"Mademoiselle Sylvie," said he, "I have 
news for you/' 

" Indeed," I shortly rephed, for he had 
teased me about the blonde that same 
morning* 

"Yes, the agent de change was arrested 
this morning, having been fool enough to 
come back to Paris. I am happy to say 
Madame Delmare's rentes were all found 
upon him." 

I clapped my hands and kissed maman. 
" There," I cried joyously, taking her work 
from her, " let me never see you at this 
again." 

" Be quiet," said she, smiling, " you have 
not heard all Monsieur Everard has to say." 

" Oh ! I know," I shrewdly observed, 
" my ten thousand francs are found too." 
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'* Wisely inferred," said he, with a smile, 
" but, alas, I grieve to say your ten thou- 
sand franes are gone, quite gone;" and he 
spoke as if he felt glad of it. 

I felt disappointed, but I soon rallied. 
" Well," said I, resolutely, ^* I can work ; 
cannot I, maman ? " 

** Yes, my dear, but you have not yet 
heard Monsieur Everard." 

I looked at him with some surprise. He 
did not speak, but fidgetted on his chair, 
coughed, rose, took a turn across the room, 
then came back, still silent, to his seat. I 
looked at maman : she was endeavouring 
to repress a smile. 

" Mademoiselle," said he, whilst a faint 
tinge of colour rose to his cheek, "1 was 
explaining to Madame Delmare, when you 
entered, a wish I have for some time enter- 
tained, and which has obtained her approba- 
tion. I am a man of few words ; forgive me 
if, without further preparation, I simply ask : 
Will you become my wife ? " 

He looked at me ; I remained mute. I 
felt astonished, and not triumphant, reader, 
but very much touched. I was neither rich 
nor handsome; Monsieur Everard was no 
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heedless romantic man: I felt it was not 
common affection and esteem had urged 
him to this offer. 

" Sylvie/' anxiously said maman, " why do 
you not answer ? '" 

Monsieur Everard said nothing, but looked 
at me with evident uneasiness. I had re- 
mained silent, not because I knew not what 
I felt, but because I knew not how to say it ; 
I did not say it even then, but simply held 
out my hand to him. He took it, and with 
more gallantry than I could have expected 
from him, raised it to his Kps. I turned 
my head away that he might not see my 
eyes filling with tears ; Maman was suddenly 
seized with a cold in her head ; even Monsieur 
Everard did not quite succeed in preserving a 
business-Kke composure; but we all three 
felt happy, and soon recovered, each keeping 
up the pretence of not feeUng a bit con- 
cerned. 

He remained to dinner. He looked a little 
awkward: I believe that in his heart he 
feared I would retaliate for the past ; but 
my only attempt in this way was to ask 
for the green spectacles to be removed. They 
vanished at my bidding, and allowed me to 
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perceive that the eyes they shaded had 
nothing amiss; but the whole countenance 
looked strange without them ; I felt it thus, 
and before ten minutes had elapsed I said : 
" Pray put on your spectacles again." 
He smiled and obeyed. Our courtship 
was brief ; it was his wish ; it was maman's 
wish ; what could I do but yield up the point 
quietly ? 

I have now been married ten years. I 
will give the reader no account of my married 
experiences, but simply describe to him 
the picture I behold as I write. It is winter : 
my husband is sitting by the fire-side, talking 
to Joseph, our eldest child. In her easy 
chair, on the other side of the fire-place, sits 
my dear maman ; ay, mine, though no drop 
of the same blood flows in our veins. A 
child is on her knee, a little brunette, whose 
dark hair she smooths from her forehead with 
a gentle touch and a wistful glance; but, 
reader, that child is not mine ; it is all that 
remains of her poor daughter Louise, who 
died a year ago, the broken-hearted widow of 
a ruined man. Josephine offered to bring 
up the orphan with her own children, but 
maman jealously refused. She went for her 
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little Louise, brought her home, never allows 
a hand save her own or mine to touch her, 
and is always tracing in her features a likeness 
no one save herself can see ; for Louise, though 
dark, is truly pretty. 

My child is that little blonde who now en- 
deavours to attract her grandmamma's atten- 
tion ; and see how maman hastens to make 
room for her by the side of Louise, and tries 
to look as if one were not dearer than the 
other. But children are restless : Joseph 
leaves his father, and Louise immediately 
jumps down to join him in a game. Hen- 
riette, happy in the exclusive possession of her 
grandmamma, remains nestling with her. But 
though maman encircles her caressingly, her 
thoughtful look still follows Louise. She 
smiles at her joyous spirits, at the patronizing 
tone of Joseph, at the affection of the two 
children, and she makes for the future, plans 
which I read with a smile. She is already 
fidgetting herself to know whether Louise 
will be rich enough for Joseph ; she is project- 
ing impossible savings out of her narrow in- 
come, in order to treasure her up a dowry. 
Dear maman, were it not premature to speak 
of such a thing, — Joseph is eight and Louise 
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five^ — I might tdl yoa that the fciut is abemdj 
settled between myself and my husband. 
Should they be willing, a little money shall 
neither prevent the hiq>pine8S of two loving 
hearts nor the fulfilment of your cherished 
dream : that the child of your child may be- 
come more closely linked to her on whom you 
have so long bestowed the name, and who 
truly feds for you the love of a daught^. 
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THE END. 
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earned her well-deserved popularity."— Crt^. 

ELIZABETH DE VALOIS, QUEEN OF SPAIN, AND 

THE COURT OF PHILIP II. From numerous unpublished sources in 
the Archives of France, Italy, and Spain. By MISS FREER, 2 vols, 
post Syo. with fine Portraits by Heath, 2Is. 

" It is not attributing too much to Miss Freer to say that herself and Mr. Prescott are 
probably the best samples of our modem biographers. The present volumes will be a boon 
to posterity for which it will be grateftil. Equally suitable for instruction and amusement, 
they portray one of the most interesting characters and periods of history.** — John Bull, 

** Such a book as the memoir of Elisabeth de Valols is a literary treasure which will be 
the more appreciated as Its merits obtain that reputation to which they most Justly are 
entitled. Miss Freer has done her utmost to make the facts of Elisabeth's, Don Carlos*, and 
Philip II.*s careers fully Icnown, as they actually transpired.*'— Be/r« Muaengtr, 

THE LIFE OF MARGUEBITE D'ANGOULEME, 

QUEEN of NAVARRE, SISTER of FRANCIS I, By MISS FREER. 
Second Edition, 2 vols, with fine Portraits, 2Is. 

" This Is a very useful and amusing book. It Is a good work, very well done. The 
authoress Is quite equal in power and grace to Miss Strickland. She must have spent great 
time and labour In collecting the Information, which she imparts in an easy and agreeable 
manner. It is difficult to lay down her book after having once begun it. This is owing 
IMUtly to the Interesting nature of the subject, partly to the skilful manner In which It has 
been treated. No other life of Marguerite has yet been published, even in France. Indeed, 
till Louis Philippe ordered the collection and publication of manuscripts relating to the 
history of France, no such work could be published. It is difficult to contelve how, under 
any circumttanees, it could have been better done.'*— Sfaiutorrf. 



HURST AND BLACKETT's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 



LODGED PEERAGE AND BAB0NEIA6B FOB 180. 

Under ths Especial Patronage of Her MAJBtTT and HJLH. thi 
Prince Consort. Corrected throaghoat bj the NobOity. Twenty-Si^ith 
Edition, in 1 toL royal 8to., with the Arms beaatifolly engrRTed« handsnmriy 
bound, with gilt edges, price 31s. 6d. 

Lodge's Peerage and Baronetage is acknowledged to be tite BOit 
comi^te, as well as the most elegant, woric of the kind. As an established and 
aothentic anthority on all questions respecting the family bistones, boMMif 
and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has ever stood so hi|^ IMi 
published under the especial patronage of Her Majesty, and His Royal ITlghEfW 
the Prince Consort, and is annually corrected throughout, from the pm s y s l 
communications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its dass, in whiA, 
the type being kept amitantfy standings, every correction is made in its pNfV 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy over ill 
its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic information respeotilg 
the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most sednloas sttantta b 
given in its pages to the collateral branches of the various noble families, and 
the names of many thousand individuals are introduced, which do not vpp&^m 
other records of the titled classes. For its authority, correctness, and hUxtitf 'tf 
arrangement, and the beauty of its typography and binding, the work is justly en- 
titled to the high place it occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 

'* Lodge*! Peerage mnst iioperaede all other works of the Uiul, for two resaoBt i flMt^tt 
is on a belter plan ; and. secondly. It is better ezecnted. We can safely prononaee it to be 
the readiest, the most oseftU, and ezactest of modem works on the subject.* * Spittu tm 

" A work which corrects all errors of former works. It is the prodnctlon of a lifeffald« 
we had almost said, by birth, hot certainly by profession and stadias, Mr. Lodge, the Wswi j 
King of Arms. It is a most oseAil publication." — Timet. - - 

<*As perfect a Peerage of the British Empire as we are ever likely to see imbllshed. 
Great pains have been taken to make it as complete and acearate as possible. The wgi^ 
is patronised by Her Mi^esty and the Prince Consort i and it is worthy of a ^SmeeimMmf 
gentleman's library, as well as in every public institution."— Aeroltf. 

"As a work of contemporaneous history, this volnme is of great value — ^the materlak 
having been derived from the most anthentic sonrces and in the majority of cMes emanating 
Arom the noble families themselves. It contains all tiie needAil ii^m«tloii r e tp e eUa g the 
nobility of the Empire."— Pesf. 

" This work should form a portion of every gentleman's library. At all ttmcs, tht tat&t» 
mation wUch it contains, derived flrom official sources exclusively at the command of tiM 
author, is of importance to most classes of the community } to the antiquaiy It moiC be 
invaluable, for Implicit reliance may be placed on its contents."— G/ote. 

" This work derives great value firom the high anthority of Mr. Lodge. Tile plaa 
is excellent." — Literary Oaxette, 

•* When any book has run through twenty-seven editions, its reputation is to Indelibly 
stamped, that It requires neither criticism nor praise. It Is but Just, however, to say, that 
' Lodjge's Peerr ge and Baronetage ' is the most elegant and accurate, and tht beM Sf IN 
class. The chief point ot excellence attaching to this Peerage consists adtlier In ib 
elegance of type nor iu completeness of illustration, but in its authenticity, which is laaaied 
by the letter- press being always kept standing, and by immediate alteration being made 
whenever any change takes place, either by death or otherwise, amongst the noblli^ of tibe 
United Kingdom. The work has obtained the special patronage of Her Most Oradons 
Majesty, and of His Royal Highness the Prince Consort, which patnmage has never beta 
better or more worthily bestowed."<— Mecfen^er. 

" * Lodge's Peerage and Baronetage' has l>ecome, as it were, an 'institution* of-d^ 
country ; in other words, it is indispensable, and cannot be done without, by any penH 
having business in the great world. Tlie authenticity of this valuable work; ■■ regaras tte 
several topics to which It refers, has never been exc«»eded, and, consequently. It must .b^ 
received as one of the most important contributions to social and domestie history txmt^ 
As a book of reference — indispensible in most cases, useful in all — It should be la the 
hands of evsry one having coonectioaa in. or traasaclions with, the acistocracy."- 



^ 



HISTORY AKD BIOGRAPHY. 



ffiBDGirS OENEAL06T OF THE PEERAGE AND 

BARONETAGE OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. A New and Revised 
Edition. Uniform with " The Peerage" Yolame, with the arms 
betutifiilly engraTed, handsomely bound with gilt edges, price 3ls. 6d. 

The desire very generally manifested for a republication of this Tolume has 
dictated the present entire revision of its contents. The Armorial Bearings 
IMfefixcNl to the History of each Noble Family, render the work complete in 
ittalf and uniform with the Volume of The Peerage, which it is intended to 
MSeompany and illustrate. The object of the whole Work, in its two distinct 
yst combined characters, has been useful and correct information; and the 
Mrelul attention devoted to this object throughout will, it is hoped, render the 
'"Work worthy of the August Patronage with which it is honoured and of the 
liberal assistance accorded by its Noble Correspondents, and vnll secure from 
fhem and from the Public, the same cordial reception it has hitherto experienced. 
Til* great advantage of '* The Genealogy" being thus given in a separate volume, 
%At, Lodge has himself explained in the Preface to " The Peerage." 

EPISODES OF FEENGH HISTOBT DUBIN6 TEE 

CONSULATE AND FIRST EMPIRE. By MISS PARDOB, author of 
. •< The Life of Marie de MedicU," &c. 2 vols. 21s. 

* We recommend MIm Pardoe't ' Episodes' as very pleasant reading. They cannot 
Itfi to entertain and instnict.*'— CW^. 

** One of the most amasing and instmctire books Miss Pardoe has ever glTen to the 

** In this lively and agreeable boolc Miss Pardoe gives a fairpictore of the society ot 
flM times, wlilch has never been treated in a more interesting and pleasant manner."—- 



im:k 



XHE LIFE AND TIMES OF 6E0BGE 

FIRST DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. By MRS. THOMSON, Author of 
** The Life of the Duchess of Marlborough/' &c 2 vols, with Portrait. 
(Just Ready). 

THE LIVES OF PHILIP HOWARD, EARL OF 

ARUNDEL, AND OF ANNE DACRES, HIS WIFE. Edited from the 
Original MSS. By the DUKE OF NORFOLK, E.M. 1 vol. antique. 

""These biographies will be read with interest. They throw valuable light on the 
•oefaU habits and uie prevalent feelings of the Elisabethan age.*'— Lt^erafy Oaxettt, 
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MEMOIBS OF BESAN6EB. WBITTEN BT 

' SELF. English Copy&ioht Edition. Second Edition, with numerous 
Additional Anecdotes and Notes, hitherto unpuhlished. 8vo. with Portrait. 



*■ This fs the Copyright Translation of B^ranger*8 Biography. It appears in a handsonM 
vblanie, and is worthy of all praise as an honest piece of worlc. In this account of his lite, 
the Poet displays all the mingled gaiety and earnestness, the warm-hearted aincerity» 
loMparable from his character. He tells, with an exquisite simplicity, the story of bis early 
veaH.' His life* he says, is the fklrest commentary on his songs, therefore he writes it. 
Tjikt charm of the narrative is altogether fresh. It includes a variety of chanaotu, now first 
pHn|£ed, touching closely on the personal history of which they form a part, shrewd sayings, 
aiidU AS the field of action in life widens, many sketches of contemporaries, and fk«e Judgments 
1^1^ men and things. There is a ftill appendix to the Memoir, rich in letters hitherto 
nnpublished, and in Infbrmation which completes the story of Btomgcr's life. The booli 
should be read by all.*'— iTxaminer. 



HURST AND BLACKETT'S NEW PUBLICATIONS. 



THE BOOK OF ORDEBS OF KNIGHTHOOD, ASH 

DECORATIONS OF HONOUR OP ALL NATIONS ; COMPRISING 
AN HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OP EACH ORDER, MILITARY, NAVAL 
AND CrVIL ; with Lists of the Knights and Companions of each British 
Order. Embbllishkd with Fhtb Hundred Fac-simils Coloubbd 
Illustrations or thb Insignia of thk Various Ordkrs. Edited 
by SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulster King of Arms. 1 yoL royal 8^0., 
handsomely bound, with gilt edges, price ;b2. 2s. 

"This raluable and attractlTe work may claim the merit of being the b«st of Its kind. 
It Is so comprehenaitre in ita character, and so elegant in its atyie, that it far ontstripa all 
competitors. A fiill historical acconnt of the ordera of erery country ia given, with lista of 
the Knights and Companions of each British Order. Among the most attractive featnretof 
the work are the illustrations. They are numerous and beantiftil, highly coloured, and 
giving an exact repreaentation of the different decorationa. The origin of each Order, the 
rolea and regulations, and the duties incumbent on ita members, are all given at fklt 
length. The fact of the work being under the supervision of Sir Bernard Burke, and endoned 
by hla authority, gives it another recommendation to the public favour.**— 5im 

" This is, indeed, a splendid book. It it an uncommon combination of a Ubrary book 
of reference and a book for a boudoir, undoubtedly uniting beauty and utility. It givea a 
sketch of the foundation and history of all recognised decorations of honour, among all 
nations, arranged in alphabetical order. Tbe fkc-smiles of the insignia are well drawn and 
coloured, and present a brilliant effect. Sir Bernard Burice haa done his work well ; and 
this book of the quintessence of the aristocracy wUl soon And Its place in every Ubaary and 
draadng room.'* — .Olobt 

JOUSNAL OF AN ENGLISH OFFICER IN INDIA 

By MAJOR NORTH, 60th Rifles, Deputy Judge Advocate-General, and 
Aide-de-Camp to General Havelock. 1 toL with portrait, lOs. 6d. boimdi 

'* We must commend Minor's North's ' Journal * to universal approbation. It la maidf 
in tone, noble in expression, and full of feeling, alike honourable to the soldier and and 
gallant profession. When we state that the book tells of the progress of the lion-hearted 
Havelock*a little band which relieved Lucknow, and la tbe firat ftdtbfiil record of the deeds 
of arms performed by that phalanx of heroes, we have said enough to cause ft to be read, 
we are convinced, by every peraon who can avail himsdt of the opportunity of learning 
.what were the hardships of his countrymen, and how Immense were the sacrifices they 
made to save the English besieged inhabitants from a repetition of the atrocities of Ca«n> 
pore. We have as yet seen no book connected with the Indian mutiny which haa ghrcD us 
so much gratification as Major North's Journal.** — Me$»eHger, 



EASTEBN HOSPITALS AND ENGLISH NURSES; 

The Narrative of Twelve Months' Experience in the Hospitals of Konlali 
and Scutari. By A LADY VOLUNTEER. Third and Cheaper Editiaa, 
1 vol. post 8vo. with Illustrations, 6s. bound. 

"A production which, not only In the subject-matter, but In ita treatmant, ia filled wllh 
he purest and best evidences of womanly tendemeaa.**— Tfte TVsser. 

" The story of the noble deeds done by Hiss Nightingale and h«r devoted atetcrbood 
will never be more effectively told than in the beautiful oarrative coatained in these 
volumes.**— JoAn Bull, 



AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ELIZABETH DAVIS, A BA- 

LACLAVA NURSE. Edited by JANE WILLIAMS. 2 toIs. 



s 



** In this true story of a Welshwoman's life, we fancy, now and then, that we an 
fiction by Defoe. The course of events is so natural, yet so unusori atad amnalng, the mhxM 
book, is so unlike the majority of stories and biographies now-a-days pubUshtd* that It ii 
In the truest and best sense of the word a new book.**— ^jromjner. 



HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 



THE COUNTESS OF BONNEVAL: HEB IIjFE AND 

LETTERS. By LADY GEORGIANA FULLERTON. 2 vols. 2l8. 

'* The whole work forms one of those touching stories which create a iMtlng Im- 
pression." — Atheruntm. 

''The life of the Connt de Bonneval is a page in history, bat it reads like a romance 
that of the Countess, removed Arom war and politics, never oversteps the domestic sphere, 
yvt Is equally romantic and singular. An accomplished writer has taken up the threads of 
this modest life, and brought out her true character in a very interesting and animated me- 
moir. The story of the Countess of Bonneval is related with that happy art and grace 
which so characterise the author.'*— C^. S. Mageusine, 

THE LIFE OF MABIE DE MEDICIS, QUEEN OF 

FRANCE, Consort of Henrt IV., and Regeni* under Louis XIII. 
By MISS PARDOE. Second Edition. 3 vols. 8vo. Portraits. 

MEMOIRS OF THE BABONESS FOBEBEIBCH, 

Illustrative of the Secret History of the Courts of France, 
Russia, and Germany. Written by HERSELF, and Edited by Her 
Grandson, the COUNT DE MONTBRISON. 3 vols, post 8vo. 158. 

" The Baroness d*Oberkirch being the intimate friend of the Empress of Russia, wife of 
Paul I., and the confidential companion of the Duchess of Bourbon, her facilities for 
obtaining information respecting the most private affairs of the principal Courts of Europe, 
render her Memoirs unrivalled as a book of interesting anecdotes of the royal, noble and 
oUier celebrated individuids who flourished on the continent during the latter part of the 
last century. The Tolumes form a valuable addition to the personal history of an important 
period. They deserve general popularity.*' — Dailp Newt, 

MEMOIBS OF RACHEL. 2 vols, with Portrait. 21s. 

** Abook sure to attract public attention, and well meriting \i,"—Qlobe, 

SCOTTISH HEROES IN THE DATS OF WALLACE 

AND BRUCE. By the R>y. A. LOW, A.M. 2 vols, post Sto. 21s. 
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IRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF MAJOR 

GENERAL SIR W. NOTT, 6.C.B., Commander of thb Army of 
Candahar, and Enyot at thb Court of Lucknow. 2 yoIs. 8vo. 
with Portrait. 168. bound. 

RULE AND mSRTTLE OF THE ENGLISH IN 

AMERICA. By the Author of '* SAM SLICK.'' 2 vols, post 8vo. 

** We concelre thla work to be by far the moat raluable and important Judge Halibnrton 
lias ever written. While teeming vidth intereit, moral and hiitoricaU to the general reader, 
St equally constitutes a philosophical study for the politician and statesman. It will be found 
to let in a flood of light upon the actual origin, formation, and progress of the republic of 
the United SUtes."— ^atwi and MUUarp Gaxette, 

RECOLLECTIONS OF WEST END UFE; WITH 

SKETCHES OF SOCIETY IN PAIIIS, INDIA, &c. By MAJOR CHAMBRE, 
late 17th Lancers. 2 vols, with Portrait of George IV. 

"We find in Mi^or Chambre's lively sketches a mass of amusing anecdotes relating to 
persons eminent in their day for their position, wit, and political reputation. All that 
relates to.Oeorge IV. will be read with attention and interest.'*— JV^etseng^er 



8 HURST AND BLACKETT's NEW PDBUCATIONS. 



"Mn.Mwffsr.wife. w« bcllefe, af tte EaflMi CoamI at TiMerift, to oae «r tlie flm of 
ifili Enaltoh Water CoJoor Aitlf. She draws weU. and her coloar !■ bright^ pnre^ tnaa. 
pavmt, aai aparUiaff. Her baok Is like herpatnting, laailiions, rieh aad ftesh. We welcome 



SIXTEEN YEABS OF AN ABTZSITS LIFE DT 

MOSOGCO. SPAIN, AND THE CANABT ISLANDS. By MBS. 
lUZABBTH MUBRAY. 2 volt. Sto. with Coloured lUmtratkHu. 

Ufa. Ml 

BnclisI 

jSMapi _ _ _ _ 

it (aa the pablle wU alaado) with sbKcie plcasore. It U a hsa'rtf book, written bj a clever, 
qaick-alghted, and thoaghtftil woaaa, who^ slipping a steel pea oa Aa ead of her bnuh, 
thas doaUy anaed, uses one end as wail as the other, being wHh both a bright ooloonr, 
and aecarate describer of colours, outlines, seaistlons, landscapea and things. In a wofd, 
Mrs. Marraj is a clever artist, who writes fbreibly and agreeably.''— jHftaNram. 

** Mrs. ElisabeCh Morraf is known to the artistic world aa the prIndpaL star of the 
PtauleBzhlbltioB of Paintings. She left Englsnd as she tells us, at eighteen, with all the 
hopes and aspirations of an artist befbre her. At Moroeco she becomes the wife of a gentle- 
ana wlio Is suceessivdy OoBsol at TIsngiers sad Tnerillb. 81;ehaB,la eonseqacnce, pecn. 
liar advantages for the (rfiaervation of Moorish and Spanish sodeCf , and aa ahe posicisci 
giaaft ub s u tatlo a and wields the pen as cleveri j as tlie pendl, she hss prodaoad a haok not 
only of tnteiast, botof InuHMtance. In every way, whether deserlptiva or anecdotal, the 

' daiaas to be placed amongst the rery best worlu of travel la the »-g««fh Lsa- 



PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF A SOLDIER; OB, 

mUTART SERVICE IN THE EAST AND WEST. By UBDT-COL. 
SIB JAMES E. ALEXANDER, K.C Ji&, &e. 2 volt. 



BEVELATIONS OF PRISON LIFE; 'WTTR AN EN- 

avimT INTO PmisoN Discipunb and Sboomdart PuNUHmnrra. By 
GEORGE LAVAL CHESTERTON, 25 Yews Gorenuxr of the House of 
Coirection at C<dd-B«th Fieldi. Third Editkm, Refiaed. 1 yt6L 10s. 6d. 

* Mr. Chesterton has had a rare ezparlence of knman frailty. Ha haa Uved with tbe 
fdoB, the forger, the toreite, the ragabond, the mafdertf; has looked into the darkest 
sepnldm of the heart, wlthont finding reaaon to despair of mankind. In his b^ef the 
worst of men hsTe stUl some of the angia left. Such a testiaumy from sndi a qaart^ Is ftdl 
of aovdty asit Is of interest. As a eurhras Ut of hnman history thoe Tohnacs ai« remavfc- 
aUa. They are very real, very simple j draaMUic wlUioat csaggeratloB« phitoaophle withoat 
being daiir^Atkenmim. 

THE OLD CSOXJBT STTBXTBB; OB, MEMOBIAIfi OF 

KENSINGTON; Rbgal, Cmticai., and Akbcdotioai* By LEIGH 
HUNT. Second Bditioii. 2 toIs. post 8vo. 

'*A deUgbtfol book. It will be welcome to all readers, and most welcoms lo those 
who have a lore tm the beat kinds of reafing.*'— JEvaatiaer. 

Snr EXILE. BT ALEXANDEB HEBZEN. 2 toIb. 



'* From these admirable memoirs the reader may derlTe a clear idea of Raaslaa poHtlcsl 
society. Mr. Hersen's narratire, ably and analfectedly written, and ondoabtadly aathcatfc^ li 
ladaed snperior in Interest to atne-teaths of the existing works oa 



A FBACTIGAL GXTIDE UT OBTAININO PBOBATES, 

ADMINISTRATIONS, &c, in Her Majesty's Court of Probntes with 
numeroos Precedents. By EDWARD WEATHERLT, of Dodfeoi's Com- 
mens. Dedicated, by permission, to tbe Right Hon. Sir Ciuasswxu. 
Cress WELL, Judge of the New Court of Probate. Cheiqper Edition. ISs 

"A most ralnable book. lu contents are very dlTtrsifisd— laectlng aliMst every 




VOYAGES AND TRAVELS. 



OBIENTAL AND WESTERN SIBERIA; A NAR- 

mATiYB OF Sbvbk Tbars' Explorations and Adventures in Siberia, 
Mongolia, the Kirohis Steppes, Chinese Tartabt, and Central 
Asia. By THOMAS WITLAM ATKINSON. In one large Tolume, 
royal 8vo., Price £2, 2s., elegantly bound. EmbeUished with upwards 
of 50 Illustrations, including numerous beautifully coloured plates, from 
drawings by the Author, and a map. 

'*By rirtoe alike of itt text and fu pictures, we place this book of travel in the first 
rank among those illustrated gift books now so much sought by the public. Mr. Aticinson's 
book is most readable. The geogragber linds in it notice of ground heretofore left 
ttndescribed, the ethnologist, geologist, and botanist, find notes and pictures, too, of wtdch 
they know the value, the sportman's taste Is gratified by chronicles of sport, the lover of 
adventure will find a number of perils and escapes to hang over, and the lover of a frank 
•good-humoured way of speech will find the book a pleasant one in every page. Seven 
years of wandering, thirty-nine thousand five hundred miles of moving to and fh> In a wild 
and almost unknown country, should yield a book worth reading, and they do." — Examiner, 

"A book of travels which in value and sterling interest must take rank as a landmark 
B geographical literature. Its coloured Ulustrattoni and wood engravings are of a high 
order, and add a great charm to the narrative. Mr. Atkinson has travelled where it is 
believed no European has been before. He has seen nature in the wildest, sublimest, and 
also the most beautiful aspects the old world can present. These he has depicted by pen 
and pencil. He has done both well. If any a fireside will rejoice in the determination which 
eoDverted the arttst Into an author. Mr. Atkinson is a thorough Englishman, brave and 
aoeomplished, a lover of adventure and sport of evM7 kind. He knows enough of mineralogy, 
geology, and botany to impart m scientific interest to his descriptions and drawings t 
possessing a keen sense of humour, he tells many a racy story. The sportsman and the 
lover of advoiture, whether by fiood or field, will find ample stores in the sttrrlng tales of 
his interesting travels."— Doi/y Newt, 

** An animated and intelligent narrative, appreciably enriching the literature of Sngltsli 
trmrei. Mr. Atkinson's sketches were made by express permission of the late Emperor ot 
Bussia. Perhaps no English artist was ever before admitted Into this enchanted land of 
history, or provided with the talisman and amulet of a general passport j and well has Mr. 
Atkinson availed himself of the privilege. Our extracts will have served to illustrate the 
originality and variety of Mr. Atkinson's observations and adventures during his protracted 
wanderings of nearly forty thousand miles. Mr. Atkinson's pencil was never idle, end he 
baa certainly brought home with him the fbrms, and ccdours, and other characteristics of a 
most extraordinary diversity of groups and scenes. As a sportsman Mr. Atkinson ei^oyed 
a plenitude of excitement. His narrative is well stored with Incidents of adventure. 
His ascent of the Bielouka is a chapter of the most vivid romance of travel, yet it is less 
attractive than bis relations of wanderings across the Desert of Gobi and up the Tangnom 
Chain."— J/AeiMn»m. 

"We predict that Mr. Atkinson's *8lbeifa' will very often assume the shape of a 
Chilstmas Present or New Tear's Oift, as it possesses, in an eminent degree, four very 
precious and suitable qualities for that purpose,— namely, usefiilness, elegance, instruction 
and novelty. It is a work of great value, not merely on account of its splendid illustrationa* 
but for the amount it contains of authentic and highly interesting intelligence concerning 
regions which, in all probability, has never, previous to Mr. Atkinson's explorations, been 
visited by an European. Mr. Atkinson's adventures are told in a manly style. The valuable 
and interesting information the book contains, gathered at a vast expense, is lucidly 
arranged, and altogether the work is one that the author-artist may well be proud of, and 
with which those who study it cannot tall to be delighted."— JoAn Bull, 

TTo the geographer, the geologist, the ethnographer, the sportsman, and to those who 
lead only for amusement, this will be an acceptable volume. Mr. Atkinson is not only au 
adventurous traveller, but a correct and amusing writer."— Li/erar|f GoMtUt, 



10 HURST AND BLACKBTT's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 



LAKE N6AMI; OS EXFLOSATIONS AND DIS- 

C0VERIK8 DURING FoUR TbARS' WaNDRRINGS IN THE WlLDS OF 

South-western Africa. By CHARLES JOHN ANDERSSON. 1 toI 
royal 8vo., with Map and upwards of 50 IllustratioDS, representiog Sport- 
ing Adventures, Subjects of Natural History, &c. Second Edition, 308. 

'*Thi8 narrative of African explorations and diaeoveries it one of the most important 
geographical works that have lately appeared. It contains the acconnt of two jonmeys 
made between the years 18fi0 and 1854, in the first of which the countries of the Damaras 
mad the Ovambo, previously scarcely known in Europe, were explored ; and in the second 
the newiy-discovered Lake Ngami was reached by a route that tiad been deemed imprac- 
ticable, but which proves to be the shortest and the best. The work contiUns much scientific 
and accurate information as to the geology, the scenery, products, and resources of th« 
regions explored, with notices of the religion, manners, and customs of the native tribes. 
The continual sporting adventures, and other remarkable occurrences, intermingled with 
the narrative of travel, make the book as interesting to read as a romance, as, indeed, a 
good book of travels ought always to be. The illustrations by Wolf are admirably designed, 
and most of them represent scenes as striking as any wituMsed by Jules O^rard or Gordon 
Gwamlng."— Literary Oaxette. 

THE OXONIAN IN THELEMABEEN; OR, NOTES 

OF Travel in South-Western Norway, with Glances at the 

Legendary Lore of that District. By the Rev. F. METCALFE 

M.A., Fellow of Lincoln College. 2 vols, with illustrations, 2 Is. 

'"This new book is as lively as its predecessor, its matter Is as good, or better. The 
Intermixture of legends and traditions wtih the notes of travel adds to the real value of the 
work, and strengthens its claim on a public that desires to be amused.*' — EMominer, 

THE OXONIAN IN NOBWAT; OB, NOTES OF 

Excursions in that Country. By the Rev. F. METCALFE, MJl, 
Fellow of Lincoln College, Oxford. New and Cheaper Edition, revised, 

1 vol. post 8vo., with Map and additional Illustrations, lOs. 6d. bound. 

"Mr. Metcalfe's book is as fhll of facts and interesting Information as It can hold, and 
Is interlarded with racy anecdotes. Some of these are highly original and entertaining. 
More than this, it is a truly valuable work, containing a fiind of information on the etatistica, 
polities, and religion of the countries visited.*'— -^tecArMwcMrf MagoMku, 

SIX TEABS IN BUSSIA. BT AN ENGLISH LADT. 

2 vols, post 8vo. with Illustrations. 2 Is. bound. 

" The extracts we have made will afford some idea of the variety contained in these 
volumes, and the interesting and amusing nature of their contents. There is, in addition, a 
considerable amount of information connected with the social and political Institutions of 
Russia, the religion and character of the people, and of the prospects of this great country 
when the present enlightened Csar shall have completed his great work of freedom for the 
serfs. On these, and on every other subject touched upon, the author Is entitled to be 
heard with respect." — Atheruntm. 

** This book is minute, various, and admirably graphic. Scarcely any conceivable phase 
ci Russian life escapes the author's observant glimce, and what she sees so clearly she 
describes faithfully. We cannot imagine a more amusing book to be read to a family of an 
evening. It deals with subjects, incidents, and events of the most interesting' kind. It 
describes strange manners and habits of life, and depicts curious scenery with wonderful 
Celieity. The attentive reader of this book will, we venture to say, rise flrom Its perusal with 
a more complete idea of Russia In Its physical, moral, and social aspects than he can derive 
from any other work of equal bolk in our language.**— ///tttlratod Nem tf the WorUL 




VOYAGES AND TRAVELS. 1 



THE JEWS IN THE EAST. BY THE REV. I 

BEATON, M.A. From the German of Dr. Frankl. 2 vols. 218. 

** Those persons who are curious in matters connected with Jerusalem and its inhabit 
ants, are strongly recommended to read this woric, which contains more iut'ormatlon than I 
to be found in a dozen of the usual boolcs of travel." — Timea. 

- This book will richly reward perusal. We cordially recommend the narratl^ fo 
solid information given from an unusual point of view, for power of description, lb 
incident, and for details of manners, domestic habits, traditions, &c.,**— 0/o6e. 

** A very interestius work, one of the most original books of modem travel* that w< 
have encountered for a long time." — John Bull. 

A SUMMEE AND WINTEE IN THE TWO SICILIES 

By JULIA KAVANAGH, Author of « NathaUe," " Addle," Ac 2 voh 
post 8vo. with illustrations, 2 Is. bound. 

*' Miss Kavanagh is a woman of genius and imagination. She has a graceftil ani 
brilliant pen, much observation of character, and a keen eye for the aspects of nature. Hei 
volumes contain much that is new. They are among the pleasantest volumes of travel w« 
have lately met with, and we can cordially recommend them. Readers will find in the» 
volumes the glow and colour of Italian skies, the rich and passionate beauty of Italtai 
scenery, and the fresb simplicity of Southern life touched by the hand of an artist, aac 
described by the perceptions of a warm-hearted and sympathising woman." — The Prem. 

CHOW-CHOW; BEING SELECTIONS FROM A JOTJE 

NAL KEPT IN INDIA, &c. By the VISCOUNTESS FALKLAND 
New and Revised Edition, 2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations. 

*'Lady Falkland's work may be read with interest and pleasure, and the reader will rtot 
flrom the perusal instructed as well as amused." — Athenaum, 

A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THE DISCOVERS 

OF THE NORTH-WEST PASSAGE with Numerous Incidents of Trave 
and Adventure during nearly Five Years' Continuous Service in the Arctii 
Regions while in Search of the Expedition under Sir John Franklin. B^ 
ALEX. ARMSTRONG, M.D., R.N., late Surgeon and Naturalist of H.M.S 
* Investigator.' 1 vol. With Map and Plate, 16s. 

"This book Is sure to take a prominent position in every library in which works Q 
dloocvery and adventure are to be met with."— Dai/jf Newt, 

THE WANDEBER IN ABABIA. BY 6. T. LOWTH 

Eao. 2 vols, post 8vo. with Illustrations. 

"Mr. Lowth has shown himself in these volumes to be an intelligent traveller, a kee« 
obaerver of nature, and an accompliahed artist.*'— Pos^. 



SPORTING ADVENTURES IN THE NEW WORLDi 

OR, DAYS AND NIGHTS OF MOOSE HUNTING IN THE PINE 
FORESTS OF ACADIA. By CAMPBELL HARDT, Rotal Artillbrt 
2 Tols. post 8yo. with illustrations. 

"A spirited record of sporting adventures, very entertaining and well worthy the atten- 
tkm of all sportsmen who desire some fresher field than Europe can afford them.**— Pt 



A FILGEIMAGE INTO DAUFHINE ; WITH A VISIT 

TO THE Monastery of the Grande Chartreuse, and Anecdotes, 
Incidents, and Sketches from Twenty Departments of Francs. 
By the REV. G. M. MUSGRAYE, A.M. 2 yoU. with Illustrations. 



12 HURST kSD BLACKETT's NBW PUBLICATIONS. 



FAMHiY BOMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC AHNALS QiF 

THE ARISTOCRACY. BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulstkr Kino of 
2 toIb. post 8vo. 2 Is. 



Among the many other interesting legends and romantie fiunily histories com- 
prised in these Tolumes, will be found the following: — The wonderful narrative 
of Maria Stella, Lady Newborough, who claimed on such strong evidence to be 
a Princess of the House of Orleans, and disputed the identity of Loms Philippe— 
The story of the humble marriage of the beautiful Countess oi Strathmore, and 
the sufferings and fate of her only child — The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramont 
to O'Orsay — ^The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister at 
Parma — ^The curious claim to the Earldom of Crawford — ^The Strange A^dssitudes 
of our Great Families, replete with the most romantic details — ^The story of the 
KiriLpatricks of Closebum (the ancestors of the French Empress), and the ra» 
mariLable tradition associated with them— -The Legend of the Lambtons — The 
verification in our own time of the famous prediction as to the Earls of Mar — 
Lady Ogilvy's escape — The Beresford and Wynyard ghost stories, &c. 

•^t were f mponible to pndie too highly as a work of amiwement theae two mottlo. 
t€t cli ng yolomes, whether we ahoaki have regard to ita excellent plan or Ita not leat ex. 
•eileat execution. The volumes are Just what ought to be found on every drawing-room table* 
Hare yoa have nearly fifty captivating romancca with the pith of all their Interest preserved 
io aadimiaished poignancy, and any one may be read in half an hour. It Is not the least of 
their merits that the romances are founded on fturt— or what, at least, has been handed down 
for truth by long tradition— and the romance of reality far exceeda the romance of fiction. 
Badi atory is told in the clear, unaffected style with which the author's former works 
have nade the public fkmUiar.**— s^ontford. 
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ROMANCE OF THE FOBUM; OB, NABBA- 

TIVES, SCENES, AND ANECDOTES FROM COURTS OF JUSTICE. 
SECOND SERIES. BY PETER BURKE, Eso., of the Inner Temple, 
Barrister.at.Law. 2 vols, post 8 vo. 2 Is. 

PRINCIPAL CONTENTS :— Lord Crichton's Revenge— The Great Douglas 
Cause— -Lord and Lady Kinnaird — Marie Delorme and Her Husband— The 
Spectnil Treasure — Murders in Inns of Court — Matthieson the Forger — ^Triab 
that establisbed the Illegality of Slavery — The Lover Highwayman — The 
Accusing Spirit— The Attorney- General of the Reign of Terror— Eccentric 
Ocearrenees in the Law— Adventuresses of Pretended Rank— The Courier oif 
Lyons^General Sarrazin's Bigamy — The Elstree Murder — Count Bocarm^ and 
his wife — Professor Webster, &c. 



** The favour with which the first series of this publication was received, has indneatf 
Mr. Burke to extend his researches, which he has done with great Judgment. The incidenta 
forming the subject of the second series are as extraordinary in every respect, as those which 
•btaiaed so high a meed of celebrity for the first. Some of the tales could scarcely be beiieveA 
to be founded in fact, or to be records of events that have startled the world, were there not 
the incontestable evidence which Mr. Burke has established to prove that they have 
actually happeoed.*'^Jf«««efi^er. 

SONGS OF THE CAVAUEBS AND BOUNDHEADS, 

JACOBITE BALLADS, &c. By G. W. THORNBURY. 1 voL with 
numerous Illustrations by H. S. Marks. Elegantly bound. 

" Mr. Thombury has produced a volume of son?s and ballads worthy to rank with 
Bf acaulay's or Aytoun's LAyt,"—Chroniete. "Those who love picture, life, and costume 
in song will here find what they love."— .i<A«»«vm. 
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HURST AND BLACKETT's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 13 

A LIFE FOB A UFE. BT THE AXTTHOB OF 

** John Haufax Gbntlkmam ," &&, 3 vols* 

A WOHAFS THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. BT 

the Author ci " John Halifax, GKNTLncAN.*^ 58. elegantly bound and 
illustrated, forming Vol. 5 of Hubst and Blackstt's Standard Libba&t. 

** A book of wmnd coaniel. It It one of the moet tenelble worki of ite kind, well wrttttn 
tnie beerted, and altoffether praetieal."— IPjroMlner. 

** Thfe excellent book It charecteriBed by good eente, good taitOt end feeling, and la 
written in an earnest, philanthropic, as well as practical spirit.'*— Poet. 

«* A rery excellent and thongbttal work by a writer who has atuined a high degree of 
celebrity, offering to her own sex reflections and suggestions oa subjects of the gfeatest 
importance." — Sun, 

*«The author of * John Halifax' will retain and extend her hold upon the reading and 
reasonable public by the merits of this work which bears the stamp of good sensa and 
genial feeling. The basis of the book Is truth, but truth spoken in a kindly spirit and la 
the hope of mitigating some admitted erils.'*— GuarAoa. 

BEAUTIES OF PABIS UFE. BY THE ATJTHOB 

OF «< FLEMISH INTERIORS," &c. 3 vols, with lUostrations. 31a. 6d. 

NOVEIS AND NOVELISTS, FBOM ELIZABETH TO 

VICTORIA. By J. C. JEAFFRESON, Esq. 2 vols, with Portraits. 2l8. 

** Mr. Jeaffreson has here given to the public a goodly collection of the noTPlists of this 
country, with sketches of their lives and a history of all they wrote end said that was worth 
remembering. The volumes contaiu a ftind of Information which cannot fail to be as 
pleasing as valuable to all lovers of literature."— Po«<. 

THE BIDES AND BEVEBIES OF MB, JESOP SMITH. 

By MARTIN F. TUPPER, D.C.L., F.R.S., Author of " Proverbial Phik). 

sophy/' ** Stephen Langton," &c., 1 vol. post Svo. 

** This work will do good service to Mr. Topper's literary reputation* It combines, 
with lucidity and acuteness of judgment, freshness of fancy and elegance of sentiment. In 
its cheerful and Instructive pag^s sound moral principles are forcibly inculcated, and evaiy- 
day truths acquire an airof novelty, and are rendered peculiarly attractive by being expr essed 
In that epigrammatic language which so largely contributed to the popularity of toa aolbor's 
former work, entitied * Proverbial Philosophy.'*'— iforning Pott, 

WINTER EVENINGS. BT LEITCH BITCHIE. 

2 vols, post Svo. with Illustrations. 21s. bound. 

"'Winter Evenings* is the work of an accomplished and skilftil writer, and contains 
the ripe fruits of many years study and observation. No library should be without it."— 
Ilku*rated New of the World. 

A MOTHEB*S TRIAL. BT THE AUTHOR OF 

'* The DiaciPLiNB of Lifb," ** Thb Two BnoTHBRa," &c. 1 vol. 

with Illustrations, by Birkbt Foster. 7s. 6d. bound. 

*«*A Mother's Trial,* by Lady Emily Ponsonby, is a work w« can recommend. It 
breathes purity and refinement In every page.**— Le<u<er. 

PEN AND PENCIL PICTURES. BT THOMAS HOOD- 

Second Edition. 1 vol. with Illustrations, by the Author. 

*" We are haopy to find that the delightful vohime, * Pen and Pencil Pictnrea,* has 
reached a second edition, and that the reception of the younger Thomas Hood, by the 
publle, has been worthy of the name he bears.*'— Lilerary OujgetU* 
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WOEKS O? FICTION. 



KIBIAM OOFLST. 

By J. C. JBAFTKBtOW. 

Author of *<NoTVLt awd NoTSUtTt." 

'«■ Mr. JMflV«M>a hM «lr«*od7 made hit 
fcpvtotioD, and this lut clerer produc 
tSon eaaoot fall to add to HJ^—Jokm BmlL 

THE LEES OF BLEKDON 
HALL. 

By dM Avthor of ** Alicb WnmroBrH,** 

8 Tola. 

HEWTON DOOVAKE. 

A Story of Eufrllsh Life. 

By pRANCia FRANCii. 

With Ulustratlona by Lsbch. 3 volt. 

" A capital tportinff novel. It la eml. 
neody readable, and bids fair to become 
one of the most popular novela of its highly 
popular claaa"— CAro«i«/0. 

THEOTJGH THE SHADOWS. 

By the Anthor of *' Sidnbt Grbt." 8 t. 

"An excellent and very Interesting no- 
Tel. The author has a high standarri of 
life and thought. The tale ia beautifully 
told.**— J therumm. 

HELEN LINDSAT; 

Or, Thb Trial of Faith. 
By A Ci.iR0TMAN*8 Dauohtkr. 2 vole. 

W00DLEI6H. 

By the Author of " Wildflowbr," 
"Okb and Twbntt," &c. 8 Tola. 

"The book haa sterling merit. It Is 
likely to snsuin and extend an already 
high reputation." — Preu. 

A GOOD TIME COHINa. 

By the Anthor of " Mathbw Paztow.*' 

"We shall be greatly aurprised If * A 
Good Time Coming* does not become a 
very popular book."— CAronicto. 

EVERY DAY. 

By Mrs. Porstbr Lanoton. 8 rols. 
*• A novel which will charm many 
Ttnden."^Ob»erver. 

LIFE'S FORESHADOWINGS. 

By W. G. Wii.i.8 Esq. 8 ▼. 

ONWARDS. 

By the Author of" Annb Dtsart." &c. 8 t. 

"A really dellghtftil book.»»—G/oic. 
" Such a novel Is calculated to do 
nmch good.*'— DatVj^ News, 

FELLOW TRAVELLERS. 

By the Author of ** Ma roar kt } or, Prb- 

JUUICB AT HoMB." 8 vols. 



STEFHAN LANaTOH. 

By MARTI5. F. ToePBR. D.C.L. F.B,S. 

Author of " Protbrbiai. PviLosopmr.** 
frc.y 2 vols, with fine engravinga. 

" These volmnes are pre-eminently quo* 
nfled to attract attention both from thetr 
peculiar » tyle and their great ability. The 
author has long been celebrated for his 
attainments in literary creation* but the 
present work ia incomparably soporlor to 
anything he haa hitherto |»odneed. — Sim 

FEMALE INFLUENCE. 

By Ladt Charlottb PBPra. 2 vola. 

CREEDS. 

By the Author of ** Thb If oram of 
Mat Fair.*' S vola. 

" This Is a novel of atrong dramatic 
altuation, powerftil plot, alluring and con. 
tinuoua interest, admirably defined 
characters, and much excellent remark 
upon human motives and social poaidons.** 
^LUerarp Oaxetta, 

OCEOLA. 

ByCAPTAiir Matwr Rbtd, 
8 vols, with Illustrations by Weir. 
" Capt. Held is a sort of Walter Scott 
of the West, « Oceola' Is ftill of soul-stir- 
ring Interest.*'— Lj^erayy Gaxette. 

RIGHT OR WRONG. 

By Miss jRWSBirRT. 2 v. 

"This story is very Interesting and 
tmh. Once taken up It will not be laid 
down.*'— il^Aauewm. 

The MASTER of the HOUNDS 

By Scrutator. 

Dedicated to the Earl of Stamford. 8 ▼. 

with Illustrations by Weir. 

TRUST AND TRIAL. 

By Mart Howitt. 
Prom the Danish. I v. with Illuatratlons, 
"A delightful episode fVom Norse life, 
written with all that charming aimpHcity 
which distinguishes all Mrs. Howitt'a 
productions."— Po«<. 

FAULTS ON BOTH SIDES. 

By Mr5. Thomson, 8 vols. 

THE REIGNING BEAUTY. 

By Ladt Chattbrton, 8 vols. 

FRAMLEIGH HALL. 

8 vols. 
*' An excellent uoveL"— J/Aeiusiiiii. 



WORKS OP FICTION. 
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ADELE. 

By Julia Kavanaoh, 
Author of '* Nathalik," &c. 3 vols. 
*' A charminiir novel. The best work 
we have read by Miss Kavanagh."— 
AthetUBum, 

THE TWO BROTHEES. 

By the Author of "Tbk Disciplinb or 
LiFK,** &c. 8 vols. 
" An interesting and agreeable novel, 
well worthy the pen of Lady Emily 
Pouaouby.*'— i'oa^ 

HECKINGTOK. 

By Mrs. Ooitx. 8 volt. 
" A valuable prise to readers in 
search of a clever novel." — Athenaum, 

THE LADY OP GLTNNE. 

By the Author of ** Maroarkt and Hbr 
Bridesmaids." 3 vols. 
** There is a great deal that is both ex- 
eellent and charming in this book." — 
Atherumm 

THE POOR RELATION. 

By Miss Pardos. 3 vols. 
" The very best novel Miss Pardoe has 
written." — Messenger. 

ONE AND TWENTY. 

BytheAuthorof* Wildflowbr,"&c.3v 
** It is long since we have met with so 
original a tale, or one so true to nature — 
John Bull. 



NOTHING NEW. 

y the Author of" Jonw Halifax* 

Gentleman." 2 .vols. 
*'Two volumes displaying all those 
perior merits which have made * Johr 
Halifax* one of the moat popular works ot 
the day."— Pm/. 

" We cordially recommend these 
volumes. The same graphic power, deep 
pathos, healthful sentiment, and mas- 
terly execution, which place that bean- 
tifUI work, *John Halifax,' among the 
English Classics are everywhere dis 
played." — Chronicle. 

THE THREE PATHS. 

By Herbert Gret. M.A. 2 vols. 
"This book indicates thought, abllUy, 
and spirit." — Spectator. 

MORALS OF MAYFAIR. 

Second Edition. 3 vols. 
'*A very capital novel. There it ft 
thorough knowledge of society, with con- 
siderable cleverness in depicting it*"— 
Spectator, 

RUMOUR. 

By the Author of "Charles Avcbbs- 

tbr." Inscribed to the Marchioness qf 

Hastings. S vols. 

THE SaUIRE OF 
BEECHWOOD. 

By " Scrutator." 3 voli> 



BY THE AUTHOR OF MARGARET MAITLAND. 



IBE LAIRD OF KOBLAW. 

3 vols. 

** We doubt whether ' Margaret 
Maitland,' or < Lliliesleaf,' or the ' Days 
of my Life,' possess in themselves the 
elements of a more lasting reputation 
than this absorbing taleof 'The Laird of 
Norlaw.* The interest in the narrative 
in equally as well sustained as in ' Mar- 
garet Maitland,* and to those who have 
read the latter work this will be con- 
sidered no mean commendation. A 
perusal ' of the ' Laird of Norlaw' will 
alone enable the reader to Judge of the 
ability which is displayed in describing 
the various scenes and events which give 
form and substance to the work. The 
characters are drawn with a vigorous 
hand, and the descriptive parts of the 
work are written with great power.*' 
^Chronicle 

THE DAYS OF MY UFE. 

AN AUTOBIOORAPHT. 8 VOls. 

" The author writes with her usual fine 
capacity for the picturesque, and her in- 
variable good sense, good feeling, and 
good taste. No part of the narraUve ii 
nninteresting." — Athentntm, 



ORPHANS. 

1 vol. 10s. 6di 
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'An exquisitely beautiful story— a book 
that no woman will read without feeling 
her heart warm to the author."— 2yrafi*otia/ 
Magasfine. 

*' The author of ' Orphans* is one of the 
ablest writers of fiction In the present 
day, and beyond this, and far better, is 
one of those who always seek to inculcate 
religious impression and moral action by 
all her literary efforts. This excellent 
purpose pervades every page of this in- 
teresting ta.]e **—Mesienger. 

LILLIESLEAF. 

Being the Concluding Sbribs of 

*' Passaobs in the LirB of Mrs. Mab.^ 

GARET Maitland." 

Cheaper Bdition, 1 vol. 6t, 

" The concluding series of passaget in 
the * Life of Mrs. Margaret Maitland' is, 
to our thinking, superior to the begin- 
ning •, and this we take to be about the 
most satisfactory compliment we can pay 
the authoress. There is a vein of simple 
good sense and pious feeling running 
throughout, for which no reader can fail 
to^ the better."— if^^iMTttm. 



KOW IN C0UR8* OF PUBLICATION. 

HUSST AND BLAGKETTS 8TAin)ABD UBSAST 

F CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

FOPULAE MODERN WOBES. 

Each in a single volume, elegantly printed, bound, and ilustrated, price 58. 
A Tolnme to appear every two months. The following are now ready. 



SAM SUCK'S NATUBE AND HUMAN NATUBK 

ILLUSTRATED BY LEECH. 

" IfcMrt. Hunt and Blackett have very fitly inaQgnrated their Standard Ubrary of 
Popular Modem Worlra with this admirable volume by our old Mend the Clockmaker. With 
ref^utl to this we can truly say: — Who can tire of the genuine sallies, the deep wisdom 
wrapped up in merry guise, and the side-splitting outbursts of genuine vrit, in the pa<;e8 
of HaUbarton? * Nature and Human Nature ' is particularly full of all these qualities; 
and to those who. love a good laugh, when they can enjoy It accompanied by good matter 
for reflection, and who have not yet read this production of Sam Slick, we can heartily 
recommend this elegant, well-printed edition of It.** — Critic, 

" The first volume of Messrs. Hunt and Blackett*s Standard Library of Cheap Edltkma 
of Popular Modem Works forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very 
auceeasfbl undertaking. ' Nature and Human Nature' is one of the best of Sam Slick's 
witty and humorous productions, and well entitled to the large circulation which it 
cannot fail to obtain in its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines 
with Uie great recommendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser, but 
■till attra^ve merita, of being well illustrated and elegantly bound.**— Jfoniii^ Post, 

"This new and cheap edition of Sam Slick's popular work will be an acquisition to 
all loven of wit and humour. Mr. Justice Hallburton*t writings are to well known to 
the English public that no commendation is needed. The volume Is very handsomely 
bound and illustrated, and the paper and type are excellent. It is in every way suited 
for a library edition, and as the names or Messra. Hunt and Blackett, warrant the 
tharacter of the works to be produced in their Standard Ubrary, we have no doubt the 
project will be eminently successful.'* — Sun. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

" This It a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman, and It abounds In incident 
toth well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and written 
with great ability, better than any former work, we think, of its deservedly auccessfui 
author. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass Areely from hand to hand, 
as a gift book In many households." — Esanuner, 

** The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
■access. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and this 
his history is no ordinary book. It Is a fUll-length portrait of a trae gentleman, one of 
nature's own nobility. It Is also the history of a home and a thoroughly English one. 
The work abounds in incident, and many of the scenes are fhll of graphic power and true 
patho*. It is a book that few will read without becoming wlaer and \>etter,"~-Soottman. 

THE CRESCENT AND THE CBOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

* Independent of its ralue as an original narrative, and Ita useftil and Interesting 
Information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lacting charms ia its 
reverent and serious spirit." — Quarterly Review 

NATHALIE. BT JUUA EAVANA6H. 

'"Nathalie ' is Miss Kavanagh's beat imaginative effort. Its manner is graeioua and 
attractive. Its matter Is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by her which 
are as individual as they are elegant. We should not soon come to an end were we to 
specify all the delicate touches and attractive pictures which place ' Nathalie* high aoKMig 
books of its claa»,**—Atherunan. 

A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of Ita kind, well 
written, true hearted, and altogether practical."— J^MimlMtfr. 
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